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PROLOGUE 
By Mi POPE - | 


Spoken by Mir Wi 7 8 5 | 


0 3 the Soul by tender Strokes of Art, 
To raiſe the Genius, and to mend the Heart, | 
To make Mankind in conſcious Virtue bold, | 
Live ver each Scene, and Be what they behold: 
IV this the Tragic-Muſe firſt trod the Stage, | 
" Gmmanding Tears to ſtream thro every Age; © 

Hrants no more their Savage Nature kept, 
And Foes to Virtue wonder d how they wept. 

Our Author ſbuns by vulgar Springs to move - 

The Hero's Glory, or the Virgin Love; 

In pitying Love we but our Weakneſs ſhow, 

And wild Ambition well deſerves its Noe. 

re Tears ſhall flow from a more gen rous Cauſe, 
lueh Tears as Patriots ſhed for dying Laws : 
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. bide your Breafte with Ancient A dur riſe, | 
Aud calls forth Roman Drops fromBritiſh A 
© Pinueconfeſvd in human Shape he draws, ©, 
 Whas-Plato-Fhaught, and Cod. lile Cato Var: 3 — 
Na common Obiirct ta your Sihbt diſplays, „ 
But what with Pleaſure Heav*n it ſelf ſurveys , © 3 „ "of 
A brave Man Aruggling in the Storms of Fare; one 
And greatiy falling ent a faking Pate 9 [ 
While Cato gives his little Senate "Wy „ 
iber Boſom beats not in his Country's Cauſe 2 
Who fees bim aci, but enwies ca'ny Dead? © 
Mo hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed? 
Zum when proud Cæſar *midft triumphal Cars, 
3 - The Spoils of Nations, and. OI e SET 
| Ignobly Vain, and impotently-Great, nt et Be 
Shou d Rome her Cato: Figure drawn in ,; 
A her dead Father's reren Image-paſh, 
The Pomp was dar tend, and the Day vercaft, 
" > The Triumph ceas d Teurs guf#d' from ery Bye Es 
 TheWorld' s great. Victor paſt unheeded'byz © 
Hier Laſt good Man de jecked Rome adbr'd, N 
Alem Czſar's . Cato's Sword. e 
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Britains attend : Be Hearth Like this {BIO 5 
| And ſhow you have the Virtue to le mov d. == 
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Our Scene precariouſly alli too lg OY e * 5 
On French Trun/ationy" and Italian Sang: _ „nge. Ne | * 
Ver to baue Senſe your ſeluet fast ide S . 
Be juſtly warm ' d with your own Native Rage. 
Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe @ Britiſh Ear, © 
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| Dramatis Persona | 


AO. 2 T Mr. Booth. 
Lucius, 4 Bate, 8 Not Mr. Keen. 
8 a Senator. | 2 ; . x 25 2 Mr. Mills. 


, Juba, Prince of Numidia. Mr. Wilks. 


Syphax, General of the Numidians. | Mr. Cibber. 

Portius, 3 r My. Cewel, 

Marcus, OY Cato. | Mr. Ran. 

” Os dnbaador from Cæſar. Mr. Bowman. 
N Mutincers, Guards, &o. | 


* n ) 


WOMEN. 


| Marcia Daughter 70 Cato. ts. Oldfield. 


Lucia, Aa fo Lucius, | Mrs. Porter. 
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a 


SCE NE 4 large Hall in the Governor's Palace of Utica. 


- 
; | ; \ 
2 2 } 


P TR 
* a Y o — * | 
8 = 
* * 8 j 
— 
. —_ . 


- _ — —ñ—— z: —»ůimnin- 
— 
— * 
”- 
” 
* N 
. x , > = 
4 7 £ 
— + 
A 1 * * 
- L N * 
a N f 
„ f * 
— — "A * 2 a " ++ - ' 
6.53 | . : 

= ? 4 1 . = " = 

* * > ry | 

1 4 : 4 
* 7 N f A * 0 
" oe * 48 
— + #2134 
"S = W reren, 
1 9 US 
— . k 

Niere 

4 g 

# : &# 3 7 
1 
oe. = 
N 


* 
9 - T x » T5 * "FX - : 
IT + : 7 # $2454, 14 ' LY 
* 9 : 
F © Es p 4; £3 - 
« : K 

to 78 «Fs ” 4 
. 
« Ta... g& „ * 


A T. I. 80 > 

wes 5 Jui 8 Len ner IT eee 
$79 "Portia, Mane. 9 * *. HY 11 1 ? TIER 

E082 ni 159 ORD oath” 


Por, HE Dawn is over. eat 6 W 
And heavily in Clouds brings om t e Day r, 


Ibe great, th important Day ; N val the Fit 


Would fill up all the Guilt of Civil War, | 
And cloſe the Scene of Blood. * Already 6 e tear Þ 
Has ravaged more than half the Globe, and: ſees” - 8 


Mankind grown thin By Bis deftuctive Sword. 


* 


Should he go farther, bers would be Lats * v7 171 bs 


Ye Gods, what Havok | doks Aribicion make 1 1. 5 EN 
Among your Works jk to 9H 10 4 yy 5110 
Marc. Thy ſteddy Temper, Portur; I kein n nt bolxzot 
Can look on Guilt, Rebellion,” Fraud, arid Ce, 5 Brohl 10 
In the calm Lights of mild Philofor phy; a BE * 
I'm tortured, ev nt Madneſs, wheat think” © eve: 209% 
On the proud Victor: ev'ry Hime Be dnn echt Sri 1974 
n riſes to my view I ſee . 25 
3 N SE: 
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His Horſe's Hoofs wet with Patrician Blood, 
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav * 


: Who owes his Greatneſs to his Country's Ruin? 


CAT 0. 


Th Inſulting Tyrant. prancing o'er the Field | 
Strow'd with "Rome's Citizens, and drench'd-in Slaughter, 5 


Oh Portinr, is there not ſome choſen Curſe, 


— 2 


Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the Man _ 


— — 


Por. Believe me, Marcus, tis aniimpions Greatneſs, / 


And mme with too muelt Horrour to be envy'd: 


How. does the Luſtre of our Father's Actions, 
Through the dark Cloud of Ills that cover him, 


Break out, and burn with. more trĩumphant ane. + 


His Suff rings ſhine; and ſpread a Glory round 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the Cauſe 
Of Honour, Virtue, Liberty, and Name. 


His Sword neer fell bat on the Guilty Hed, 
Oppreſſion, Tyranny, and Pow'r uſurp'd, 


Draw all the Vengeance ef his Arm upon em. 
Muc. Who knows not this? But what ean Cato do 


Againſt. a World, a baſe degenerate Wosld, 


That courts the Yoke,. and bows the 3 cure. 2” by 
Pent up in Utica, be vainly, forms... 1 
A poor Epitome of th Greatneſs, _ 55 ONE Sr ons 
And, coverd with Numrdian Guards, directs 

A feeble Army, and an empty Senate, 


. Remnants of mighty Battels ovght in ee 1 eh 
By Heav'ns, ſuch Virtues, join d with ſuch duc. betty 
Diſtract my very Soul: Our Father's Fortupe rt nech 
Wou d almoſt tempt us to renounce his Precepts. 7 0 of 
Por. Remember what our Father oft has told vs: 7 "2b 3% 

The Ways of Heav'n are dark and intricate, r Arg 


Puzzled in Mazes, and perplext 1 with Errors 
Our Underſtanding traces em in van, 


TLoſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Searc ß 


Nor fees- with how. much Art the W 8 zu. 


Nor where Wande PEY- 00 50 "i 
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Marc. Theſe are Suggeſtions of a Mind at * . 
Oh Portivs, didſt thou taſte but half the Grief?? 
That wring my Soul, thou cou dſt not talk thus ly. 2 
Paſſion unpity d, and ſucoeſsleſs Love 
Plant Daggers in my Heart, and aggravate * 

My other Griefs. Were but my Lacia kind + 

Por. Thou feet not that thy Brother is thy Rival: 
But I muſt hide it, for I know thy Temper C Asal. 

Now, Marcus, now, thy Virtue's on the Proof: — — 

Put for ch thy utmoſt Strength, work ev'ry Nerve, * 
And. call up al thy Father in thy Soul: 14% 13 4. 
' To quell the Tyrant Love, and guard thy Heart 0.910 
On this weak Side, where moſt our Nature fails 
Would be a Conqueſt worthy Cato's Son. 5 


Marc. Portius, the Council which I cannot take, DOI 10 
Inſtead of healing, but upbraids'my Weakneſs. - O.. Les 
Bid me for Honour (ae ind s War.. 7. 
Of thickeſt Foes, a oncertain Death, 111 


Then ſhakt thou fee that Marcus is not flow = 
To follow Glory, and confeſs his Father. 3: 
Lanes is not to be reaſon d down, or loſt 1 
igh Ambition, and a Thirſt of Greatneſs - | 1 
| In ond Life, it grows into the Soul, W 7 
Warms ev'ry Vein, and beats in ev'ry Pulſe, 
I feel it here: My Reſolution melts 
Por. Behold young Juba, the Numidian Prince! 
With how much Care he forms himſelf to Glory, 
And breaks the Fierceneſs of his Native Temper 
To copy out our Father's bright Example. | 
He loves our Siſter Marcia, greatly loves her, 
His Eyes, his Looks, his Actions all betray it: Þ+ 4 
But ſtill the ſmother'd Fondneſs burns within him. 
When moſt it ſwells and labours for a Vent, 
The Senſe of Honour and Defire of Fame 
Drive the big Paſſion back into his Heart. 
What ! ſhall an African, ſhall Jub's Heir 
Reproach oy Cato's Son, and ſhow the World 
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1 5 Sempronius folus.. 


A Virtue wanting in a 3 Soul 3 1 
Marc. Portius, no more! your Words leave Sing hin em. 
Wher-ere did Tuba, or did Port ius, ſhow 
A Virtue that has caſt me at a Diſtance, + __ - r De 
And thrown me out in the Purſuits of Honour? 2901 7 5 
Por. Marcus, I know thy generous Temper s tics 4737 
Fling but the Appearance: of Diſhonour on it., frog to * 
It ſtrait takes Fire, and mounts into e 
Marc. A Brother's Suff rings claim a Brother's We 3 
Por. Heav'n knows L pity; thee; Behold my Eyes 05 " 7 
Ev'n whilſt I ſpeak.——Do they not ſwim in e . 
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Were but my Heart as'/naked-tq thy re = ls 14 30. = 


Marcus would ſee jt bleed in his Behalf. 
Marc. Why then doſt treat me with Rebukes, bien 


Of kind condoling ar friendly, Sorrow e. yy 
Por. O Marcus, did IK now the Way to ealc;: . ba 10 800 


| Thy troubled Heart, and mitigate thy Pains, rofl 10t om bi 1 


Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it. 
Marc. Thou beſt of Brothers, and thou beſt of Kita ** 


| Pardon a. weak diſtemper'd Soul, that ſells - ge 3 moll: ic 1 


With ſudden Guſts, and ſinks as ſoon in Cams 
The Sport of Paſſions— But Senpronius comes n 
He not find this Softneſs hanging on 1 5 e 


by , a <a 1 
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Conſp iracies no 8 ſhou'd be formed bat 
Than ET What means Portis 1-0 10.140 yqo2 67 
I like not that cold Vouth. I muſt diſſemble;' -- - .,, ;- 1 ;: 


And _ a Language foreign to my Heart. 0 vid aoeel +l 


end art THIS v7.) 


Sempronius, r 
| nag 'Good Morrow. Portius | let us once ers 9 0 het 
Once more embrace; whilſt yet we both are frees, 
To Morrow ſhou'd we thus expreſs our Wa * SF 


=o might receive 2 Slave into bis Arms: 
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6 -23 
This Sun perhaps, this Morning Sun's the laſt 
That e're ſhall rife on Ramam Liberty. 

Por. My Father has this Morning call'd together 
To this poor Hall his little Roman Senate, $534 1.9 911) 
(The Leavings of Pharſalia) to conſut © FR 
If yet he can oppoſe the mighty Torrent wg 
That bears down Rowe; and all her Gods, bebte e, | 
Or muſt at length give up the World to Cæſur. . — 2 b 

Semp. Not all the Pomp and Majeſty of Rum; 1 > 
Can raiſe her Senate more than Catas ee u be 4 t 861 | 
His. Virtues render our Aſſembiy awful. 
They ſtrike with ſomething: likereligions Fear, hed eil et 12 
And make ev'n Cæſar tremble at the Head 7 01 Ig HA 
Of Armies fluſh'd with Conqueſt: O my Pontius, 8 ff rack? 
Could I but call that wondrous Man my Father, 
 Wou'd but thy Siſter Marrielbe propitiousis wo 1 1 4s 
10 thy Friend's Vows: I might Bieſsd indeed N wi 

Por. Alas! Sempronins, wou'dſt thou talk of Love 
To Marcia, whilſt her Father's Life's in Danger? 

Thou might'ſt as well court the pale trembling Veſtal, 
When ſhe beholds the holy Flame expiring. | 
Semp. The more I fee te Wonders of thy Race, 
The more I'm charm'd. Thou muſt take od my PRE 
The World has all its Eyes on Cats e 

ſhy Father's Merit ſets thee.np* View, W La 
4nd ſhows thee in the faireſt Point, of Tight; ts + 
ro make thy. Virtues or thy Faults con] pichous. . 

Por. Well doſt thou ſeem to check m Leg the 
On this important Hour: Il ſtrait away, 9 
And while the Fathets of the Senate meet 5 oy + bens Tit 


- *%. * . 


. at 


In cloſe Debate, to weigh th*. Events of War,” eee re" 
TH animate the Soldier's drooping Courage, 1 
With Love of Freedom, and Contempt of Life. A 1 
Ill thunder in their Ears their Country's . 


And try to rouſe up all that's Roman in em. 
'Tis not in Mortals to command Succeſs, 1 
But we Il do more, nn 5 well deferve' it. - "Fay 
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Il 2. 1 75 * 3 7 274/723; 175 77 on! A“ 2 
| Curſe on the Striplingt- — Apes h his $ire Seit an 
Ambitiouſly ſententious ! But IW? exe rr 


Old Syphax comes not; his Nami dian 8 yp re” 


Is well diſpos'd-40 Miſchicf; were he prompf᷑t 


And eager on it; but he muſt be ſpurr d. 8. 
And ev ry Moment 149677 
Cato has uſed me Ill: He has refuſed - | & is 2210 


quickned <0 tho! — 


His Daughter Marcia to my ne Vos. ö 3 7 >) 
Befides, is baffled: Airing and: yultied-Couſe ra} got 
Are Barrs to my Ambition: - Cefar's Favour, ' 


That ſhow'rs down Greatneſs. on his Friends, Dos riſe we 


To Rome's firſt Honours. If d give up Cato, 


Iclaimin my Reward er 5 
But ö La } 22 55 EF 
80 0 1 N x 11 


| ” e Ne 
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$ ph Semproning, all 3 is ready, 2: "UN 5 


Lve founded my Numidians, Man by dan, . bo 


And find em ripe for a Revolt: They all 


2 . 


Complain aloud of Ces Diſcipline, I 
And wait but the Command to change-their Maſter.” 


Semp. Believe me, & phax,, there's no Time to waſte; . 
Ev'n whilſt we ſpeak, our Conqueror comes on, 
And gathers Ground upon us ev'ry Moment. 3 
Alas! thou know'ſt not Ceſar's active Soul, 

With what a dreadful Courſe he ruſhes on 


r 
= ; 
: CE 


| From War to War: In vain has Nature. = 


Mountains and Oceans to oppole his, Paſſage; -_ 
He bounds oer all, victorious in his March, 
The Alpes and Pyreneans fink before him; 


Taropgh Was, and Waves, and — be works bis Way, 


Impa- 


— . 
— — —ͤN— —— — 


| Nas 4 
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Imp atient for the Battel : One * more | 
Wil ſet the Victor thundring at our Gates. b 8 81 
But tell me, haſt thou yet drawn oer young Jabas 


That ſtill wou'd recommend thee: more to W 
And challenge better Terms ——— 


| * T7 4 - ” 4 
CY 3 » -y 
Alas ! he's loſt, I 290113. 


Syph. 
He' Hod, Sempronins ;, all his Thoughts a are full 
Of Cato's — But l try once more 
(For ev'ry Inſtant I expect him hereꝰ/ 
If yet I can ſubdue thoſe ſtubbarn Principltss 
Of Faith, of Honour, and Iknow-not what; * gig )-Þbgod eig 
That have corrupted -his-Naumidian r oh ei omi on7 
And ſtruck th' Infection into all his Sul 
Semp. Be ſure to preſs upon him ev Motive. 
Wbi's Surrender, ſince his Father's Deat 
Would give up Africk into Cæſars Hands, 
And make him Eord'of Half the burning Zone. 
$ph. But is it true, Sempronins, that your . | 
is calld together? Gods! Thou muſt be cautious l. Jak 
"20 has piercing Eyts, and will diſcern  :; 65) 
Our Frauds, unlefs they're cover d thick with Art. 1140 
Sep. Let me alone, good Sphar, III conceal my wor 
My Thoughts in Paſfion, (tis the ſureſt BY * 
[!! bello out Dy 4 Af m. ni inn 
nd mouth at Cefar ti ake the ate. 5 0 1 * Sau? 
ſour cold Hypoctifie's : 2 ſtale Peri. 8 WT Io 
A wor- out Trick: Wouldſt thou be thought in Farnel * 
Cloath thy feign'd Zeal in Rage, in Fire, in Fury i: 
Hph. In-troth, thou'rt able to inſtruct Gr -hairs, , D 
And teach the wily Afficam Deceit ! 


Semp. Once more, be fure tg try thy "Skill 4; Toth 
Mean white 111 haſten to my N Soldiers, gn Jes FD 1 
Inflame the Mutiny, and Wade end my — 


Blow up their Diftontents, ll they break out 

Unlook'd * and diſcharge themſelyes on os 
Remember; Hp x, we muſt work in Haſte : bel ID. 
) thipk anFious Moments paſs Ne r 
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3 have obſerved offi late t 2 are Alln, 


Doſt thou not ſee Manki nd f al 
And own the Force of cheit 795 5 1 


| Above "your own Numidia s tawny S 


The Birth of Plots, and their laſt fatal Periods: e e 
Ohl tis a dreadful Interval f Time, 7 OY 2 HT 00 


Filld up with Horror all, and big with Death!” 01 2 2 : 98 


Deſtruction hangs on evfy Word we . IVF , 
On ev'ry Thought, till the u La e, 


Mot Nis OG2B0TT of Ig gr ary: 


©; "on Sypt oi. 48 . ni. * 7" wa 


| Determines all, and cloſes our Defigh. acc bete 1 
IO 


TT Pers sf} + 3 Pr» 4. 1741 21061} 42 v- ECT 


III try 1 if yet I can reduce to Reaſon - tl Gaben g 


This head-Moong Feger vod wake Him ſprrn vt C.. 
The Time is ſhorx, Cefar'comes ruſhing in us . 57h V7 


But hold! young Juba . por” aud 3 ur 0 ba 


+. M1 ©..." 


5 ENE e ee l 


N . f 85 9% bas 


* -_- | ” : 
Juba, Phan 14 IC ban. 17 id Ant 1 Den 


7 1 0 
Roden! 


Tub. $ d 5 558 meet 2 — 1 INE n 


"I 
24 2 


an 2885 Ya 


O ercaſt with lobt Car Diſcontent, 
Then tell me, 9700 ax, 1 corffure thee, tell; me 2 7 
What are the Thöug 


hes that knit t 59 in 1 
And turn thine Eye thus coldly g on thy Prince? 
Spb. Tis not my Talent to Gfceaf m , 
Nor carry Smiles and Sun-fHine, ln. RE ne 
When DiRe@ndntfits Heavy ar 3 Werfen en 
E have not yet ſõ much e dee We co 

Jub. Why do'ſt thou caſt out ſuch ungen rous Terms 17. 
Againſt the Lords and Soy 72 f. of the Word? 

F f e 


own before en gn 
The 22 5 2 (i% tia 


Is there a Nation in the Wilds of Africh, _ * © - e e 


ap "3G ; 


Amidſt our barren Rocks and, burn nds, ne 0} .. 1 
That does not tremblè at the Rom 155 LE 


Syph. Gods! where's th S Worth Wy 
Ww_ 


Do 
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And break off all its Commerce with the Ton 


— — 


„ "4 - #, 
Do they with tougher Sinews bend the Bow> - 
Or flies the Javelin ſwifter to its Mark, 
Launch'd from the Vigour of a Roman Arm? 


Who like our active African inftruts  , 


The fiery Steed, and trains him to his Hand? 


Or guide's in Troops th' embattled Elephant, 


Loaden with War? Theſe, theſe are Arts, my Princa, 
In which your Zama does not ſtoop to Rome. 

| Jub. Theſe all are Virtues of a meaner Rank, 
Perfe&ions that are placed in Bones and Nerves. 
A Roman Soul is bent on higher Views: 
To civilize the rude unpoliſh'd World., 
And lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws; 
To make Man mild and ſociable to Man; 
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage 
With Wiſdom, Diſcipline, and lib'ral Arts; 
Th'Embelliſhments of Life: Virtues like theſe, 
Make Human Nature ſhine, reform the Soul, 


And break our fierce Barbarians into Men. 


Syph. Patience kind Heav'ns!—Excuſe an old Man's warmth, 
What are theſe wondrous civilizing Arts, . 


This Roman Poliſh, and this ſmooth Behaviour, 


That render Man thus tractable and tame? 
Are they not only to diſguiſe our Paſſions, 
To ſet our Looks at variance with our Thoughts, 
To check the Starts and Sallies of the Soul, 


: sue; 
In ſhort, to change us into other Creatures 
Than what our Nature and the Gods defign'd us? 
Jub. To ſtrike thee Dumb: Turn up thy Eyes to Cats / 


There may ſt thou ſee to what a Godlike Height 
. The Roman Virtues lift up mortal Man. 


While good, and juſt, and anxious for his Friends, 
He's ſtill ſeverely bent againſt himſelf; © 
Renouncing Sleep, and Reſt, and Food, and Eaſe, 
He ſtrives with Thirſt and Hunger, Toil and Heat; 
And when his Fortune ſets before him all 
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The Pomps and Pleaſures that his Soul can with, 
His rigid Virtue will accept of none. 


/  O&yph. Believe me, Prince, there's not an African 
| That traverſes our vaſt Numidian Deſarts 
In queſt of Prey, and lives upon his Bow, 
But better praftiſes theſe boaſted Virtues. | 
Coarſe are his Meals, the Fortune of the Chaſe, 
Amidft the running Stream he flakes his Thirſt, -- 
Toil's all the Day, and at th' approach of Night 
On the firſt friendly Bank he throws him down, 
Or reſts his Head upon a Rock till Morn: 
Ihen riſesfreſh, purſues his wonted Game, 
And if the following Day he chance to find 
A new Repaſt, or an untaſted Spring, _ 
Bleſſes his Stars, and thinks it Luxury. © 
! . Fub. Thy Prejudices, Sy2hax, won't diſcern 
# What Virtues grow from Ge and Choice, 
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute. 
But grant that others cou'd with equal Glory 
Look down on Pleaſures and the Baits of Senſe, 
Where ſhall we find the Man that bears Affliction, 
Great and Majeſtick in his Griefs, like Cato? 
Heav'ns, with what Strength, what Steadineſs of Mind, 
He Triumphs in the midft of all his Suffering!“ 
How does he riſe againſt a Load of Woes, - 
And thank the Gods that throw the Weight upon him ! 
$yph. Tis Pride, rank Pride, and Haughtineſs of Soul: 
I think the Romans call it Stoiciſm. . 
Had not your Royal Father thought ſo highly 
Of Roman Virtue, and of Cato's Cauſe, 
He had not fall'n by a Slave's Hand inglorious: 
Nor would his ſlaughter d Army now have lain 
On Africk's Sands, disfigur'd with their Wounds, 
To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Num idia. 
ub. Why do'ſt thou call my Sorrows up afreſh ? 
My Father's Name brings Tears into my Eyes. 
| -. OHzh. Oh, that you'd profit by your Father's ills! 


— 


Jul. 


— 


—— 


Work in your Heart unſeen, and plead for Cato. 


That beſt of Fathers! how ſhall I 


* Hyb. And therefore dy'd. _ 


Jub. What wou' dſt thou have me do? 8 
$yph. Abandon Cato. | | 
Fub. Syphax, I ſhou'd be more than twice an Orphan 
By ſuch a Loſs. | IIS TE.» 
$yph. Ay, there's the Tie that binds you! 
You long to call him Father. Marcia's Charms 


No wonder you are deaf to all I ſay. | | | 
Fub. Syphax, your Zeal becomes importunate; | 3 
I've hitherto permitted it to rave, 7 . [| 
And talk at large; but learn to keep it in, | 
Leaſt it ſhould take more Freedom than [I'll give it. | 
- $yph. Sir, your great Father never uſed me thus. | 
Alas, he's Dead! But can you e'er forget CT 
The tender Sorrows, and the Pangs of Nature, 
The fond Embraces, and repeated Bleſſings, 
Which you drew from him in your laſt Farewel? 
Still muſt I cheriſh the dear ſad Remembrance, 
At once to torture and to pleaſe my Soul. 
The good old King, at parting, wrung my Hand, 


(His Eyes brim-full of Tears) then ſighing cry'd 
Prithee be careful of my-Son !——his G Pe? 17 


Swell'd up ſo high he could not utter more. 
Jub. Alas, thy Story melts 2 my Soul. 
—̃ on. 
The Gratitude and Duty, which I owe him! : 
Syph. By laying up his Councils in your Heart. 
Jub. His Councils bade me yield to thy Directions: 
Then, Syphax, chide me in ſevereſt Terms, 
Vent all thy Paſſion, and I'll ſtand its ſhock, _ 
Calm and unruffled as a Summer-Sea, 
When not a Breath of Wind flie's o'er its Surface. 
Syph. Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your Safety. 
Fub. 1 do believe thou wou dſt; but tell me how? 
S$yph. Fly from the Fate that follows Cz/ar's Foes. 
Jub. My Father ſcorn d to do't. e 
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Pub. Better to die ten thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
Than wound my Honour. 
__ - Syph. Rather ſay your Love. 
© Fub. Syphax, Tve promis'd to preſerve my Temper. 
Why wilt thou urge me to confeſs a Flame, 
I long have ſtifled, and wou'd fain conceal ? 
$yph. Believe me, Prince, tis hard to conquer Love, 
But caſie.to divert and break its Force: 
Abſence might cure it, or a ſecond Miſtreſs 
"Light up another Flame, and put out this. 
The glowing Dames of Zama's Royal Court ; 
Have Faces fluſht with more exalted Charms. | 
The Sun, that rolls his Chariot o'er their Heads, 
| Works up mare Fire and Colour in their Cheeks: 
Were you with theſe, my Prince, you'd ſoon forget 
The pale unripen'd Beauties of the North. 
Fub. Tis not a Sett of Features, or Complexion, 
The Tincture of a Skin, that J admire, 
Beauty ſoon grows familiar to the Lover, 
Fades in his Eye, and palls upon the Senſe. 
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her Sex: 
True, ſhe is fair, (Oh, how divinely fair!) 
| Bur ſtill the lovely. Maid improves her Charms 
| With inward Greatneſs, unaffected Wiſdom, 
| And Sanctity of Manners. Cat's Soul i 


7 


Shines out in every thing ſhe acts or ſpeaks, 

| While winning Mildneſs and attractive Smiles 

[ Dwell in her Looks, and with becoming Grace 

1 Soften the Rigour of her Father's Virtues. 

3 Hob. How does ha ur Tongue grow wanton in her Praiſe! 
| But on my Knees [ eg you wou'd conſider—— 


3% Enter Marcia and Lucia. 


Jub. Hah! Syphax, ist not ſhe!—She moves this ind 
And with her Lucia, Lucius's fair Daughter, 


3 = Heart bears thick—I " Phar leave me. | 
| ; ER 


Threatens aloud, and calls you to the Field. 
And drive it in a Tempeſt on the Foe. 

The Friends of Rome, the glorious Cauſe of Virtue, 
Such precious Moments. 


The War ſhall ſtand fanged in its juſt Array, 
O lovely Cn Then will I think on Thee! 


” (8 
_ . 4 4 = 
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* * 0 b * 
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Syph. Ten thouſand Curies faſten on em both 
Now will this Woman with a ſingle Glance | 
Undo, what Pye been lab'ring all this while. [Exit. 


Juba, Marcia, Lucia, 


Jul. Hall charming Maid, how does thy Beauty Cnooth 
The Face of War, and make ey'n Horror {mile ! 
At Sight of thee my Heart ſhakes off its Sorrows; 
I feel a Dawn of Joy break in upon me, 
And for a while forget th' Approach of Ceſar. - | 
Mar. I ſhou'd be griey'd, young Prince, to think my Preſence 
Unbent your Thoughts, and flacken'd 'em to Arms, 
While, warm with Slaughter, our victorious Foe, 


Jub. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind Concerns 
And gentle Wiſhes follow me to Battel! 
The Thought will give new Vigour to my Arm, 
Add Strength and Weight to my deſcending _—_ 


Marc. My Prayers and Wiſhes always ſhall ey” 


And Men approv'd of by the Gods and Cato. 

Jub. That Juba may deſerve thy pious Cares, 
Pll gaze for ever on thy Godlike Father, 
Tranſplanting, one by one, into my Life 
His bright Perfections, till I ſhine like him. 

Marc. My Father neyer at a Time like this 
Wou'd lay out his great Soul in Words, and waſte 


Jub. Thy Reproofs are juſt, 
Thou 2 Maid; Ill haſten to my Troops, 
And fire their languid Souls with Cato's Virtue; 
If e're I lead them to the Field, when all 


And dreadful Pomp: Then will I think on thee! 


ns _— 5 
r OB 3 8 —— 


And, in the ſhock. of FR Hoſts, ber 8 
What glorious Deeds ſhou*d grace the _ who hopes 
For Marcia's Love. | Lit. 

Luc. Marcia, you're too ſevere: 5 

.How cou d you chide the you 15 good · natured Prince, 
And drive him from you with ſo ſtern an Air, 
A Prince that loves — dotes on you to Death? 

Mar. Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me. 
His Air, his Voice, his Looks, and honeſt Soul 70 
Speak all ſo movingly in his Behalf, 

I dare not truſt my ſelf to hear him talk, 

Luc. Why will you fight againſt ſo ſweet a Paſſion, 
| 'And ſteel your Heart to Fas a World of Charms? 
Mar. How, Lucia, wou'dſt thou have me ſink. away 
! In pleaſing Dreams, and loſe my ſelf in Love, 

When ev'ry moment Cate s Life's at Stake? 

Cæſar comes arm d with Terror and — 

And aims his Thunder at my Father's Head: 

Shou'd not the ſad Occaſion ſwallow up 
| My other Cares, and draw them all into it? N 
'S Luc. Why have not I this Conſtancy of Mind, 

Who have ſo many Griefs to try its Force? 70 

Sure, Nature form'd me of her ſofteſt Mould, | 
Enfeebled all my Soul with tender Paſſions, 

And ſunk me ev'n below my own weak Sex: 
Pity and Love, by turns, opprels my Heart. 
Mar. Lucia, disburthen all th y Cares on me, 
And let me ſhare thy moſt retired Diſtreſs; 
Tell me who raiſes up this Conflict in thee? 
| Luc. I need not bluſh to name them, when I tell thee _ 
| They're Marcia's Brothers, and the Sons of Cato. 
| Mar. They both behold thee with their Siſter 's Eyes: 
| 
| 


And often have reycal'd their Paſſion to me. 
But tell me, whoſe Addreſs thou favour'ſt moſt ? 
J long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 

Luc. Which is it Marcia wiſhes for? 

Mar, For neither— ; 


And yet for both The Youths have equal Share 
In Marcia's Wiſhes, and divide their Siſter: 
But tell me which of them is Lucia's Choice? 
Luc. Marcia, they both are high in my Eſteem, 
But in my Love—Why wilt thou make me name him? 
Thou know'ſt it is a blind and fooliſh Paſſion, | 
Pleas'd and diſguſted with 1t knows not what. 
Mar. O Lucia, I'm perplex'd, O tell me which 
I muſt hereafter-call my happy Brother? 4 
Luc. Suppoſe *twere Portius, cou'd you blame my Choice? 
O Portins, thou haſt ſtol'n away my Soul / | 
With what a graceful Tenderneſs he loves! 
And breath's the ſofteſt, the fincereſt Vows ! 
Complacency, and Truth, and manly Sweetneſs 
Dwell ever on his Tongue, and ſmooth his Thoughts. 
Marcus is over-warm, his fond Complaints | 
' Have ſo much Earneſtneſs and Paſſion in them, 
hear him with a ſecret kind of Dread, |  __ 
And tremble at his Vehemence of Temper. 


Mar. Alas poor Youth! how can'ſt thou throw him from thee > 
Lucia, thou know'ſt not half the Love he bears thee; — 
Whene'er he ſpeaks of thee, his Heart's in Flames, Cc 


He ſends out all his Soul in ev'ry Word, 

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranſported. 
Unhappy Youth! how will thy Coldneſs raiſe 
Tempeſts and Storms in his afflicted Boſom ! 

I dread the Conſequence—— ” 
Luc. You ſeem to plead CE 
Againſt your Brother Portius ——— 
Mar. Heav'n forbid! 
Had Portins been the unſucceſsful Lover, 
The ſame Compaſſion wou'd have fall'n on him. 
Luc. Was ever Virgin Love diſtreſt like mine! 
Portius himſelf oft falls in Tears before me, 
As if he mour i'd his Rival's ill Succeſs, 
Then bids me hide the Motions of my Heart, 
Nor ſhow which Way it turns. So much he fears 
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116 CAT 0 
The fad Effects, that it would have on Marcus. 
Mar. He knows too well how caſily he's fired, 
And wou'dnot plunge his Brother in Deſpair, 
But waits for happicr Times, and kinder Moments, 
- LC<nuc. Alas, too late I find my ſelf involved | 
In endleſs Griefs and Labyrinths of Woe, 
Born to afflict my Marcia's Famil, 
And ſow Diſſention in the Hearts of Brothers. 
Tormenting Thought! it cuts into my Soul. 

Mar. Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our Sorrows, 
But to the Gods permit th Event of Things. 
Our Lives, diſcolour'd with our preſent Woes, © 
May ſtill grow bright, and ſmile with happier Hours. 
So the pure limpid Stream, when foul with Stains | 
Of ruſhing Torrents, and deſcending Rains, 
Works it (elf clear, and as it runs, refines ; 
{| *Till by Degrees, the floating Mirrour ſhines, 
KReflects each Flow'r that on the Border grows, © F 
And a new Heavn in its fair Boſom ſhows. - [Exeunt. 
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0 Te Senate,” 99 4 9900? viel e 
Sem. Pon 18 ſill * in this N ae 
Let us remember we are Cato's Frie | 
And act like Men who claim that glorious Title. 
Luc. Cato will ſoon be here, and open to us 
Th' Occafion of our Meeting. Heark! h he comes? [4 | Sundof . 
May all the Guardian. Gods of Rome direct him! . 


Euer Ca. Ke 


Cao. Fathers, we once again are met in Council. EYRE: 
Ceſar's Approach has ſummon d us together, To 
And Rome attends her Fate from our cſolves: 
How ſhall we treat this bold aſpirin Man? 
Succeſs (till follows him, and backs his Crimes 
Phbarſalia gave him Rome; Egypt has ſince 
Receiv'd his Yoke, and the Whole Nile is . ur 
Why ſhould 1 mention Juba's Overthrow, . 
And Scipio's Death? Numidias burning Sands 
Still ſmoak with Blood. Tis Time we Would d decree 5 
What Courſe to take. Our Foe advances on IN" 
And envies us ev n Lilyas (ultry Deſarts. eee e, 
Fathers, pronounce your Thoughts, are bey tilt fixt | 
To hold it ont, and 7 55 it to the laſt? | 
Or are your Hearts ſubdu d at length, and ea ee 
By Time e to a e obi e 


ronius ſpea , 5. 7 
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Sr My Voice is ſtill for War. 
Gods, can a Roman Senate long debate 90 
Which of the Two to chuſe, Slav'ry. or Deat nn 
No, let us riſe at once, gird on our Swords, F231 FE . 
And, at the Head of our remaining Troops, 
h Attack the Foe, break through the thick Array | 
Of his throng'd Legions, and charge home upon him 
Perhaps ſome Arm, more lucky than the reſt, 
May reach his Heart, and free the World from Poe: 
Kiſe, Fathers, riſe 3 tis Rote demands your Help; 
Riſe, and reveng E her flaughter'd Citizens 
Or ſhare cben e + The Corps of half het Senate: . fg” | 
. Manure the Fields of Ther, while we te a O30 ; 
Sit here, delib rating in cold Debates, © r 1216.3 © 05 * 
js If we ſhould acrif rice ohr Eixes to Honour, 1210 nage 
||" - Or wear them Güt in Servitute and Chains ile 7 
| | Rouſe up for Shame! our Brothers of Pharſalia | 
Point at their Wounds, and cry aloud —— To Battel! * 
N _ Great Pompey's Shade complain's that we are flow, _ 
| And Scipi's Ghoſt Walks unreyenged amongſt us 
* Cao. Let not a Torrent of impetuous Te! * 
Tranſport thee thus beyond the Bonds of Reaſonn 
True Fortitude is ſeen in great Exploit? 
1 Juſtice warrants, and that Wiſdom guides, ©" Ars Par,” 
All elſe is tow ring Frenzy ahd Diſtractio n. 1 
[ Are not the Lives of thoſe, "who draw'the Sword? ic! © 
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In Romes Defence, entruſted to out Care? 00100 a eel? 7 | 
Should we thus lead them to à Field of Slaughter,” - a brif 
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Might not tif impartiat World with Reaſon: {: i 1432 
it We laviſht at out Deatlis the Blood of Thouſands 11's _ 5 / 
| - To-grace our Fall, and make &drRuiti'gtorivus®! zoivns b 

it Lucius, we next old know what's \ our Opinion nion. ere. 
is Luc. My Thoughts, T muſt*confels; are-turn'd oh Pegce.. 
j Already have our Gdarrels fifld the World 21189H-* 1710 * ITE — 
{ With Widows and eee, nf 

| ' Our guilty Wars, and Earth's remoteſt Regions 
1 Lie half unpeopled by the Feuds of Rome - nad 


> Got Gm# a 4 end ties / d CE nes 


'Tis- 


That drew our Swords, now. wreſts em 


It is not Cæſar, but the Gods, my Fathers A 
The Gods declare againſt us, and repell,. ..; , -- | 1 watt 
Our vain Attempts. To urge the Foe to Battel, . 
(Prompted by blind Revenge, and wild Deſpair) 
Were to refuſe th'Awards of Providence, 

And not to reſt in Heav'ns Determination. 
Already have. we: ſhown our Love to \Rone, . 12 
Now let us ſhow Submiſſion to the Gods. 1 16-56 
We took up Arms, not, to revenge our 3 le 
But free the Commonwealth 4, When this End fails. 
Arms have no further Uſę: Our AS Cauſe, - ,- +: 85/10 


om our Hands. * 
And bid's us not delight i in Roman Blood, | 
Unprofitably ſhed z, what Men could do 
. done alrcdys eee te v3. wy 


If Rome muſt fall, that weare innocent. 


Semp. This ſmooth Diſcourſe and mild oO oft 
Conceal a Traytor—— Something whiſpers me 
All is not right Cato, beware of Lucius. oY to Cato. 


Cato. Let us appear. not-Raſh nor Diffident: ey, 
Immod'rate Valour ſwells into a Fault 
And Fear, admitted into publick Councils 
Betray's like Treaſon. Let us ſhun em both. £ RAS A: 


Fathers, I cannot ſee that our Affairs, 

Are grown thus deſpirate.. - We.have- Bulwarks wunde 155 ar 
Within our Walls are Troops enur d to Tol! 
In Africks Heats, and ſeaſon d to the N i ei ww) 


Numi dias ſpacious Kingdom lie's behind us, 5 io. 
Ready to riſe at its young Princes Call. T 
Whilſt there is Hope do not diſtruſt the Gods z. 6 ut! 
But wait at leaſt till Cæſars near Approach 

Force us to yield, Twill never be too late 


To ſue for Chains; and on a Conqueror. J Ri > 


| Why ſhould Rome fall 4 Moment ere her Time ogy me 7 0 71 


No, Emm Salt an 


Ini its full Length, and ſpin it to the laſt. 
5 . — ö e 
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CAT. 0. 19 
Tis Time to ſheath the Sword, and ſpare Mankind. 
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Innpatience,. and reels ſpeak with C. 


Would he fave Cato? Bid him ſpare his Country. |. DP an 
Diſdain's a Life, Which he bas Pow'r to offer. 


en n e de e e 7" 
And let me periſh, but, in 'Cato's ma rt 6» vs. \ a, ö Nor 175 


A Day, an Hour of virtuous Liberty, 
| —— 2 Oar brows 061 in e ES: 5 140 
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Mar: Fathers this Moment as 1 watch'd the Gates, 4s Y. 
Lode on my Poſt, a Herald is arrived Fi 


From Ceſar's Camp: and with him comes old Dern, bes ] 


The Rowan Knight; he earry's in his Loos 5 


fe 


bi #3 / 
ao. By your damon, Fathers, big bim enter = = 
| , 


[Exit Marcus 
Decius was once my Friend, but other Profp 


Have looſed thbſe'Ties, and bound him faſt to Cn. | 1 
His Meſlage may. determine our e u Ain e 1h 8 
Lia | 45218 | x |? bes / "4 / 
2 113 Be Decius." 22 5 l 1 n DO E 

5 ce ſends Health to Cato N 18 b. kd | 
Cato. Could he ſend it 4 71 RF: V- 5141 Offi] T 
To Cats ſlaughter Friends, it od be _—_ N 
Are not your Orders to addreſs the Senate? n 4 


Dec. My Buſineſs is with Cato Ceſar 
The Streights to which yore drivin;- and as he now's j 25 27 45 
Cato's high Worth, is anxious for his Life.” © jdn! 

Cato. My Life is grafted on the Fate of Radio 2 f 


Tell your Dictator this, and tell him Cs Wb 


Dec. Rome and Her Senators ſubmit to Ceſar; ** 
Her Getrrals and her Con als are no more, F 03 7 
Who check d his Conqueſts, and denied his Triumphs. - | Wh 


Why will not Cato be this Ceſar's Friend Ar 
75 Cate. - Tous wry cor pen thou oy urged,” forbid i it. 5 


Cs 
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Dec. Cate, I've Orders to expoſtulate, :-y HEGtOC 
And reaſon with yon as from Friend FS PETS EN 
Think on the Storm that of > AR your Head, A. 
And threaten's oy Hour: to burſt upon it; * 
Still may you ſtand high in your Country sHonours, 


Do but comply, and mk your Peace with "us. 
Rome will rejoice, and caſt, its Eyes on 5 | 
As on the Second of Mankind. TIE! 
Cato. Noa more! 
muſt not think of Life on ſach Conditions. 8 
Dec. Cæſar is well acquainted with your Me 
And therefore ſets this Value on your [ite.: n 
Let him but know the Price of Cato's Friendſhip, . 5 
And name your Jerms. | 
Cato. Bid him disband his Legions, 3 
Reſtore the Commonwealth to LAbert /, 
Submit his Actions to the Publick Cenlure, . 
And ſtand the Judgment of a Roman Senate. 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his Friend. 
Dec. Cato, the World talk $loudly of your Wiſdom — 
Cato. Nay more, tho' Cato's Voice was ne'er employ'd 
To clear the Guilty, and to varniſh-Cvimes, 


My ſelf will-moune the Rafirum in his Favour, | I r 


And ſtrive to gaiu his Pardon from the People. 
Dec. A Stile like this — a. Conqueror. 
Cato, Decius, „ee et: a Roman. 
Dec. What is a Raman, that is Cæſars Foe? 555 
Cato. Greater than Cæſar, hes a 2 Friend to Virtue. 
Dec. Conſider, (ate, you re in :Utiea.; 5h 
And at the Head of your own little nge 3 * 2 
You don't now thunder in the 8 eee e f 
With all the Mouths of Rame to: n 


Cato. Let him conſider That who end us hither : 
Tis Cæſar's Sword has made Rome s Senate little, | 
And thinn'd its Ranks, Alas, 5 dazzled Eye... 

Behold's this Man in a falſe glacing Light, 
Which Conqueſt and Succeſs have thrown wo PA 
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| by ſheltring Men much better than himſelf,- © 


That you're a Man. You rufkii on your Dew n- 
But I have done. When relate hereafter”” . en. 
The Tale of this unhappy Embathe * e DOS eine. 5 
All Rome WII be in Tears. rr. ben v beau 
re ; Mos 1 d bc e 


| Ceſar will ſhrink to hear the Woods thou otrerſt "I 


O Ocou'd my dying Hand but lodge a Sword: : 10 60 
| In {es Boſom, and revenge my * 99 


: - * . A - b 
- 7 V | 1 N f * v - 
E--:.- CAT O. 
2 9 
3 | 
f . 


N. 


Didi thou but vier him right, thou'dſt ſee him black 
With Murder, ;Treaſon,' "Suileje: and Crimes, "27 bal 


That ſtrike my Soul. with Horror but to hame em. Po Ade 


I know thou ſookſt on me, as on a Wretch 


Beſet with Is, aud cover d with Misfortunes; OW: p ny 77 


But, by the Gods 1 ſwear; Millions of Worlds 


Shoud never buy me to be like that Ca n 1 Mt : 5 800 
Dec. Do's Coo ſend this Anſwer back to as | 


For all his gen'rous Cares, and proffer'd ond 1 | J 


Cato. His Cares for me are inſolent and vain- . ! 
preſumptuous Man! The Gods take Care of Cl ]! 
Wor'd _ ſhaw 'the Gieatneſy of his 80 l, % ee 


Bid him employ His Cite for theſe my Fflendss, bin 11 


And 8 Uſe of his ill-gotten P]W]Ü © 27 ee, 4 


7 


Dec. Your high unconquer'd Heart make'ꝝ yoo forget 


Semp. Cato, we thank thee. LEY 15 % in p 911 1 Js 
The mighty Genius of Immortal Ding l Þ 
Speak's in thy Voice, thy Soul be nmety! i 


And ſhuddet in the midſt f alt his Conqueſts. 
Luc. The Senate own's its Gratitude to Cato. 
Who with ſo great a Soul conſult' its Safety, 
And guard 's our Lives, while he negle&'s his own. 
Semp. Sempromius gives no Thanks on this 2 
Lucius ſeem's fond of Life; but what is Life? 20); 
'Tis not to ſtalk about, and draw freſh ir 
From Time to Time, or gaze upon the Ju 25 | 
'Tis to be free. When Liberty is gone, 
Life grow's infipid; and has loft its Reli. 


. * 


. 
4 


CAT. 1 | -M 


By Heav'ns I cou'd;enjoy. the, Hoe of Peath, 6 


And Smile in Agony «RF Wit e em ty v5 Lind 


Lac. Others/Perhe ps: fi: 25 20 75 Ti 1 ts 10 7 de? Arte ah r * 17 
May ſerve their Country See; warm a Zeal, I. Uh 
Tho' tis not kindled into-ſay much Rage. 


Sep. This ſober Conduct is a Ce I Wyatt Of 


In luke - warm Patriots Og old t 11's 70 e 1 wo 11 
Cato. Come l no more, pros, WI" 
All here are Friends to Rome, and to each other. ef} r 
Let us not weaken (till the weaker, Side, w wie "A 
By our Diviſions. p SSA 123250. 8 ele "i 5177 M + Ger 
Sewp. Cato, my Reſentments 
Are ſacrificed to Rome I and reproved.” ., _.- dar 
Cato. Father's, tis Time you come to a Lehe gent 
Luc. Cato, we all go into your Opinion. N 585 wa ag 
Ceſars Behavigur has convinced the Senate 62; uf e aubdue 
We ought to hold it out till Terms arriye. * PR 
Semp.” We ought to hold it, out till Death; ; 'biie Pr 
My private Voice is drowyn d amid the Senate s. N 
Cato. Then let us riſe, wy fi M and Aye: t to At" r 
This little Interval, this. Pau 1550 at ber I I 7 
(While yet our Liberty an tee ve Youbet OW in ih 43 
With Reſolution, Friendſhip, 15 ty, to UP SU 00 
And all the Virtues,we, can ro ic 1008 880.1 
That Heav'n may ſays it onghtꝭ ti 1 7 7 
Fathers, farewell = The. young Pr VO, L aur 
Comes forward, and expects dak e our < Connell gn 


I 23S ach DV ea! 1787 5 

7536.14.91 Wim 1m1s OT 
deb * vi Been Jabs Jett ꝛ02½n⁰e nm HT 

ö Income 100 Na! 1 
Cato. - Juba, ther Reman Senate. has reldly dl 0 hone 
Till Time give better Proſpects, Jul to K Flr +! anew N 
The Sword unſheath'd, and turn iis Edge on 1 Tal i 
Jul. The Reſolution fits a Ragrax $ 5 51 ents Ent 
_ Cato, lend-me for a ; while 2 Mi 
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1 My Father, when#oi green 
* order dane to march or De 


(Alas, I thought not then his Death ſo Sr 
Wep't o'er me, preſsd me in his aged Arms, 
And as his Griefs gave Way, My Son, ſaid Be. 
Whatever Foltune (hall befall: . Father. Fs 
Be Cato's Friend; hell train thee up to Great. 2 25 „ 
And Virtuous Deeds: Do but'vbferv@him-well, 8's 
Thou'lt ſhun Misfortunes, or thiou'lt learn te bear em 
Cato. Fuba, Thy Father was a worthy: Prince. 
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And merited, alas] a better kate; 0 
But Heav'n thou ght otherwiſe. CHEN FOTO PIT 

Jabs. My Father'sEate, n 
In ſpight of all the Fortitude; tha tines [ ot ö N 


Before my Face, in Catos great Example, ee. 

Subdue's my Soul, and filfs y Eyes wich Teure. 8 

Cato. It is an honeſt Sorrow, and becomes e 

Juba. My Father drew Reſpect from foreign dime, + 

TH Kings 05 Africk fought: him for their Friend 
- Kings. far ani that rule, as Fame N n 
Behind the. hidden Sources of tbe „„ 
In diſtant Worlds, on rother Side the Row. + W237 £410 
Oft have their black Ambaſſhdors appear d. 
Loaden with Gifts, and filłd the Courts of Zune. 

Cato. I am no Stranger to thy — 

- Jube. | would not boaſt the Greatneſs of my kae, 
But point out new Alliances 60 Ca. ens et £97; 1 
Had we not better leave this tic, 8 
To arm Nimidia in our Cauſe, and court 
ITh'Aſſiſtance of my Father's pow rful Friends ? 

Did they know Co, our remoteſt Kings | 

Would pour embattled Multittdes'abouttiim gs 
Their Swarthy Hoſts would darken ali dar Plains, Sets 

' Doubling the native Horror — the War, nl Loy 


— 
* 0 * 


And making Death more n ee . 
Cato. And cant tout n 211 LH 105 Hh Sn: 2, Fw 4 77 


7 
Fed uced 


'y 


„Ce will ly before be Sword of Ceſare” 22 Dar hu 


1ce0 


2 Give em me back again. They aim'd at nothing. 


c 4 2 . 


| Reduced, like Hannibal, to ſeek Relief 
From Court to Court, and wander up and down, 3 
bond in Africk! N 
Cato, 82 | HS 

Tub too een but my forward Cares 

Wou d fain preſerve a Life of ſo much Value. 

My Heart is wounded, when I ſee ſuch Yirtue * TE; 

Aflicted by the Weight of ſuch Misfortunes. "id 
Cato. Thy Nobleneſs of Soul. obliges me. | 


But know, young Prince, that Valour ſoar's . 


hat the World calls Misfortune and Affliction. 
eſe are not Ills; elſe wou d they never fall 
4 Heav'ns firſt Fav rites, and the beſt of Men: 
The Gods, in Bounty, work up Storms about us, 
That give Mankind ccaſion to exert SR 
Their hidden Strength, and throw out into Practice 
Virtues, that ſhun the Day, and lie conceal d 
ln the ſmooth Seaſons, and the Calms of Life. 
Jub. Im charm'd when e er thou talk ſt! I pant for Virtys! 
And all my Soul endeavours at Perfe&ion. 
Cato. Boll thou love Watchings, Abſtinence, and Toil, 
Laborious Virtues all? Learn them from Caro: 
OY and Fortune muſt thou learn from Ceſar. | 
The beſt good Fortune that can fall on Juba, 
The e s, at Which my Heart alpires. 
De on Cato. 
ato. What does Tuba ſay? Le 
Thy Words 'confound me. 
ub. I would fain retract them. 


Cato. Tell me thy Wiſh, young Pritice ; make not my TINY 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts: 

Fub. Oh, they're extravagant; 
Still let me hide them. 

Cato. What can Juba ask 


That Cato will refuſe! 


Jub. 1 fear to name it. 


— 


* _ The Weakneſs of my Soul, my Live for Marcia. 


CATO 


Murcia—inherits all her F. ther 8 Virtues. 


Cato. What wou dſt thou ſay? 
Jub. Cato, thou haſt a Daughter. 
Cato. Adieu, young Prince: I wou d not hear a Word 


Shou'd leſſen thee 1 in my Eſteem: Remember 
The Hand of Fate is over us, and Heavn + 
Exactꝰ's Severity from all our Thoughts: 


It is not now a Time to talk of aught WEI 32-27 
But Chains, or Conqueſt; Livertys or Death. © [Ext 


_ 


Enter Syphax. 


$yph. How's this, my J Prince! What, cover d with Confuſion ? 
You look as if yon ſtern Philoſopher | 88 


Had juſt now chid you. 


FJub. Syphax, I'm undone! 3 
Ypb. 1 ($620k Tas | | Sinks man | 
- Fub. Cato thinks meanly of me. 
_ ph. And ſo will all Mankind. 
Jub. Ive open'd to him 


Siph. Cato's a proper Perſon to entruſt ey 


A Love-Tale with. 


Jab. Oh, I could pierce my Heart, 


My fooliſh Heart Was ever Wretch like _ | "op 


Syph. Alas, myPrinte how are you changedof late! 


I've known young Juba riſe, before the Sun, 


To beat the Thicker where the Tyger ſlept, 
Or ſeek the Lion in his dreadful Haunts: 


How did the Colour mount into your Cheeks, * 
When firſt you rous'd him to the Chace! I've ſeen you 


Ev'n'in the £y34;an Dog-days hunt him down, 


Then charge him cloſe, provoke him to the Rage 


Of Fangsand Claws, and ſtooping from your Horſe 
Rivet the panting Savage to the Ground. 

Fub. Prithee, no more! 

9 How wou d the old Kivg ſmile 


” 


5C of ＋ 0. 


To ſee you weigh the Paws, when tipp'd with Gold, = 


And throw the ſhaggy Spoils about your Shoulders 

Jub. Syphax, this old Man's Talk (tho Honey flow'd 
In ev'ry Word) wou'd now loſe all its Sweetneſs. 
Cato's diſpleas d, and Marcia loſt for cyer / 

Spb. Young Prince, I yet cou'd give you good Advice. 
Marcia might ſtill be yours. 

Jub. What ſay ſt thou, Hyhar © _ + 
By Heav'ns, thou turn'ſt me all into Attention. 

S$yph. Marcia might ſtill be yours. C5 

Z«b. As how, Dear Syphax ? | | 

9,ph. Fuba command's Numidia's hardy Troops, 
Mounted on Steeds, unuſed to the Reſtraint _ 
Of Curbs or Bits, and fleeter than the Winds: 
Give but the Word, we'll ſnatch this Damſel up, 
And bear her off, ; 

Fab. Can ſuch diſhoneſt Thoughts 
Riſe up in Man! wou dſt thou ſeduce my Youth 
To do an A& that wou'd deſtroy my Honour? 

Spb. Gods, I cou d tear my Beard to hear you talk! 
Honour's a fine imaginary Notion, 
That draws in raw and unexperienced Men 
To real Miſchiefs, while they hunt a Shadow. 


— 


Jub. Wou ' dſt thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruffian? 


ph. The boaſted Anceſtors of theſe great Men, 
Whoſe Virtues you admire, were all ſuch Ruffians. 
This Dread of Nations, this Almighty Rome, 
That comprehends in her wide Empire's Bounds 
All under Heav'n, was founded on a Rappe. 
Your Scipio's, Cefar's, Pompey's, and your Cato's, - 
(Theſe Gods on Earth) are all the ſpurious Brood 
Of violated Maids, of raviſh'd Sabines. . 
Fub. Syphax, I fear that hoary Head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian Wiles. 


H/. Indeed my Prince, you want to know the World, 


You have not-read Mankind, your Youth admure's 


1he Throws and Swellings of a' Roman Soul, 
z E 2 | 


Cato's 


=" 'e 4 9 0 


ll - Care's bald Hughes ch E. of Virtue. 165 15 N 
| Jub. If Knowledyeof.the Work mates M 2b.oT 
May Juba ever live . e of voy by '2 DOA. 5 
Lee een cat 
„ Tub, Gods, muff 1:tamely h 40} e Br att | 
This Arrogance aer df Fiume Drvitory ine . 


N 

A falſe old Traitor. 1 att bit h KN. 

ll $yph. I have gone too far. jog beater, ae 
J. d S 0 


Sypb. I muſt appeaſe this Storm, — in it. [Alle: 
| Tong Prince, behold theſe Locks; that are grown white 1 
* . a Heime in your Father's Battels; /  - _— 
Ju. Thoſe Locks —— thy Inſolen e. 
| _ Jyph. Muſt oneraſh Word, init of Age, — 
Throm down the Merit of my better Fears? Fee 
| 


— 


This the Reward of a whole Life of Service!! 
Curſe on the Boy! How ſteadily he hears me! [LA. 
Fiuab. ls it becauſe the Throne of my — for ee 
Still ſtands unfill'd, and that. Numidias Crowur r 
Hangs doubtful yet, whoſe Head it ſfiall encloſe, ; 
| 3 _ * reſumeſt to treat thy Prince with Scorn? 
d y will you rive my Heart with ſuch Expreſſions? 
tr 8 = old Syphax follow you tor War? 
What are his Arms? Why do's he load with Darts 
His trembling Hand, and — beneath a Cask NN 
_ His wrinkled Brows? What is it he afpires to? + 
Is it not this? to ſhed the ſlow Remains, © avid ih 
| His laſt poor Ebb of Blood in your Defence? 
" Fub. Jyphax, no more! I wou'd not hear you talk. 
Hb. Not hear me talk! What, when my Faith to Tuba, 
My royal Maſter's Sony is call'd in queſtion? © 


i _ My Prince may ſtrike me dead, and Ill be dumb: 


4 


But whilſt I live I muſt not hold my Tongue, 
And lapguiſn out old Age in his Diſpleaſure. 


Jub. Thou know'ſt the Way too well 4 into my Heart, 
Ido delieve _ loyal to thy ö Nn 
Wh 


975 


A 29 

Hob. What greater Thſtance can I give? Tve offt dPG!. 

To do an Ackion which my Soul abltior's,  ——-- 

And gain you whom” you love at any Price, 
Fub. Was this thy Motive? I have been too haſty. 
Syph. And tis for this my Prince has calld me Traytor. 
Fub. Sure thou miſtakeſt; I did not call thee. ſ. 
Syph. You did indeed, my Prince, you call'd me Ttaytort 4 

Nay, further, threaten d you'd complain to Care. 

Of what, my Prince, wou d you complain to Cat? 

That Hyhax loves you, and wou'd ſacriicſcee ACT 

His Life, nay more, his Henour in your Service. + 
Jub. Syphax, I know thou lov'ſt me, but indeed N 

Thy Zeal for Juba carried thee too far. x-\ 

 Honour's a facred Tie, the Law. of Kings, ee 
The noble Mind's diſtinguiſhing Perfection, A 

That aid's and ſtrengthens Virtue, where it meets ler 

And imitates her Actions, where ſhe'is not : a 

It ought not to be ſported 'with. t. A 
Syph; By Heavns e 

Pm raviſht when you talk thus, tho” you chide me. 

Alas, I've hitherto been uſed»to think 

A blind officious Zeal to ſerve my King 

The ruling Principle, that ought to burn 

And quench all others iñ a Subjects Heart. 

Happy the People who preſerve their Honour 

By the ſame Duties that oblige their Prince! 

Jub. Syphax, thou now begin'ſt to ſpeak thy ſelf. - 

Numidis's grown a Scorn among the Nations 

For Breach of publick Vows. Our Punzick Faith 

Is infamous, and branded to a Proverb. 

Syphax, we'll join our Cares, to purge away 

Our Country's Crimes, and clear her Reputatior, 
$yph. Believe me, Prince, you make old Syphax weep 

To hear you talk but *tis with Tears of Joy. »- 

If ere your Father's Crown.adorn your Brows, © 

Numidia will be bleſt by Care's Lectures. | 1 


* 1 * 4 1 0. 
= "E246. Sphax, thy Hand! well mutually forget 5 
The Warmth of Youth; and Frowardneſs of Age: 
Thy Prince eſteems thy Worth; and loves thy Perſon. 
If ere the Scepter comes into my Hand, ä 
Sjijpbaæ ſhall ſtand the ſecond in tay Kingdom. 
Sh. Why will you overwhelm my Age with Kindacſs? 
My Joy grows burthenſome, I ſha'n't ſupport it. 
Jub. Syphax, farewell. I'll hence, and try to find 

Some bleſt Occaſion that may ſet me right 

In Cato's Thoughts. I'd rather have that Man 
ä my CE, than Worlds for my * [Erit. 


 Syphax ſolus 9 


Loung Men ſoon give, and ſoon forget Aﬀeonts ; "Bo. 
Old Age is ſlow in both A falſe old Fraytor/ _ 
Thoſe Words, raſh Boy, may chance to coſt thee dear: 

My Heart had ſtill ſome fooliſh Fondneſs for thee : 
But hence! *tis gone: I give it to the Winds: — 
| ae I'm . thine— 852 


Enter Sempronius. | 


5 50. All hail, 5 empronins ! 
Well, Cato's Senate is reſoly'd to wait 
The Fury of a Siege, before it yields. 

i Semp. Syphax, we both were on 3 of Pate: 15 
| Lucius declared for Peace, and Terms were offer d. 
Io Cato by a Meſſenger from Ceſar... | 

{ -Shou'd they ſubmir, cre our Deſigns are ripe, 
We both muſt p-riſh in the common Wreck, 

Loſt in a gen'ral undiſtinguiſht Ruin. 

- S$yph.. But how ſtands Cato? _. 

S$emp. Thou haſt ſeen Mount Atlas: 4 

While Storms and Tempeſts thunder on its Brows, 

| And Oceans break their Billows at its Feet, 

. ſtands unmoved, and Sloricy 1 in its is Height. 


Suck 


| e 
Such is that haughty Man; his tow'ring Soul, 
Midſt all the Shocks and Injuries of Fortune, 
Riſes ſuperior, and looks down on Cæſar. 
Syph. But what's this Meſſenger?̃; i 
Semp., I've practis'd with him 
And found a Means to let the Victor know 
That Syphax and Semprontas are his Friends. 
But let me now examine in my Turn: 
Is Juba fixt? 5 2 
$,ph. Yes, but it is to Cato. 
Pye try'd the Force of ev'ry Reaſon on him, 
Sooth'd and carreſs d, been angry, ſooth'd again, 
Lay'd Safety, Life, and Int'reſt in his Sight, 
But all are vain, he ſcorns them all for Caro. 
| dCemp. Come, tis no Matter, 'we.ſhall do without him. 
He'll make a pretty, Figure in àa Triumph, 
And ſerve to trip before the Victor's Chariot. 
Syphax, I now may hope thou haſt forſook b 
Thy Fuba's Cauſe, and wiſheſt Marcia mine. 
$yph. May ſhe be thine as faſt as thou wou'dſt have her! 
Semp. Syphax, I loye that Woman; tho' I curſe 
Her and my ſelf, yet ſpight of me, I love her. 
Syph. Make Cato ſure, and give up Utzca, 
Cæſar will ne er refuſe thee ſuch a Trifle. 
But are thy Troops prepared for a Revolt? | | 
Do's the Sedition catch from Man to Man, | 3 
And run among their Ranks? | 7 i 


Semp. All, all is ready. EE; 
The factious Leaders are our Friends, that ſpread 
| Murmurs and Diſcontents among the Soldiers. . 
They count their toilſome Marches, long Fatigues, | 
Unuſual Faſtings, and will bear no more | 
This Medly of Philoſophy and War. 
Within an Hour they'll ſtorm the Senate-Houſe, 
Spb. Mean while ll draw up my Numidian Troops 
Within the Square, to exerciſe their Arms, 
And, as I fee Occaſion, favour thee. * 


think how e 3 

. Will look aghaſt, while unforeſeen Beſtruction . 
Peou' rs in upon him thus from every Side. 1 
' So, where our wide Numidian Wag extend, - INS 
© Sudden, th' impetuous Hurricanes deſcend, — © 
| Wheel through the Air, in circling Eddies play, 
Tear up the Sands, and fweep- whole Plains awax. 
Ihe helpleſs Traveller, with wild Surprize, ä 
| Sees the ry Deſart all around him riſe, | 
And, ſmother d in the duſty Whirlwind Dies. 
. 1 
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Marc. "Hanks to my Stem, 1 not ranged about 

The Wilds of Life, ere I cou d find a Friend; 

N ature rſt pointed out my Portius to me, 

And early taught me, by her ſecret Force, 

To love thy Perſon,. ere I knew thy Merit d 

Till, what was Inſtinct, 'grew up into Ade * 
Port. Marcus, the Friendſhips of the World are oſt 
Confed'racies in Vice, or Leagues of Pleaſurez | 
Ours has ſevereſt Virtue for its Baſis, N 
And ſuch a Friendſhip end's not but with Life, 15 
Marc. Port ius, thou know'ſt my Soul in all | its Weakneſs 5 


* me but in Love, my other Paſſions i 
Shall riſe and fall by Virtue's niceſt Rules. 5 
Port. When Love's well timed, tis not a Fault to Lo 
The Strong, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the Wiſe, - . 
Sink in the ſoft Captivity together. 
wou d not urge thee to- diſmiſs thy Paſſion, 
(1 know 'twere vain) but to ſuppreſs its Force, 
Till better Times may make it look more graceful. 
Marc. Alas! thou talk'ſt like one who never felt 
Th' impatient Throbbs and Longings of a Soul, 
That pant's, and reache's after diſtant Good. | 
ALover do's not live by vulgar Time: — 
Believe me, Portius, in wy Lucias Abſence 
Life hang's upon me, and becomes a Purden; 
And 8 when [ behold the 8 Maid 


. ? 


1 4 - M4 2 q , F 
- ; _ — * — 1 af * * 
= * — 
. 0 
- h , . ” q / 
e n - . ke * 
was. 
" * c % 
3 * 1 J nyc) I . - 
= * 1 V 
. " 5 . . * 9 3 7. | * 
4 e „ I *Þ . 8 . 
i . — 8 2 _ 
* . f a — : f 
0 0 a , \ * Fd 
* . 4 5 * A. 2 | yu * 187 11 a 0 1 
; : N , . 7 181 : FE: 37 
* ou 
- , ö - 1 1 
- 1 N —_ ” # 
'S 
5 


7 But here believe me l've a thouſand Reaſons —— 
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| Im 0 more unde while Hope, and Fear, 5 
And Grief, and Rage, and Love, riſe up at once, | 
And with Variety of Pain diſtract me. . 


Port. What can thy Portius do to give thee Help: 


Marc. Portius, thou oft enjoy'ſt the Fair One's Preſence: 
_ Then undertake my Cauſe, and plead it to her 
With all the Strength and Heats of Eloquence 
- Fraternal Love and Friendſhip can infpire. 


Tell her thy Brother languiſhe's to Death, 


And fade's away, and wither's in his Bloom; 


That he forgets his Sleep, and loath's his Food, 


That Youth, and Health, and War are joyleſs to "A 


_ . Deſcribe his anxious Days, and reſtleſs Nights, 
And all the Torments that thou ſee ſt me ſuffer. 


Port. Marcus, I beg thee give me not an Office = | 


That ſuits with me ſo ill. Thou know'ſt my Temper. 


Marc, Wilt thou behold me finking in my Woes? | 


py And wilt thou not reach out a friendly Arm 


To raiſe me from amidſt this Plunge of Sorrows? 
Port. Marcus, thou can'ſt not ask what I'd refuſe. 


Marc. I know thow'lt ſay my Paſſion's out of Seaſon, | . 


85 That Cato's great Example and Misfortunes 
Should both conſpire to drive it from my Thoughts. 


But what's all this to one who loves like me | 


Oh Portius, Portius, ſrom my Soul I wiſh 


Theu didft but know thy ſelf what tis to love! 
Then wou dſt thou pity and aſſiſt thy Brother. 
Port. What ſnoud I do! If I diſcloſe my Paſſion 


Our Friendſhip's at an end: If I conceal it. 
"2 The World will call me falſe to a Fi riend and ** [Aide 


Marc. But ſee where Lucia at her wonted Hour, 
Amid the cool of yon high Marble Arch, | 


* Enjoys the Noon-day Breeze! Obſerve ber, Portius 


That Face, that Shape, thoſe Eyes, that Heav'n of Beauty! 
Obſerve her well, and blame me if thou can ſt. 
Port, She ſees * 1 advanceg— RS 


— 


"> 


dee 


e. 


Thy Brother's Life depends upon thy Tongue. (Exit, ; 


Thy Brother's Griefs, as might perhaps deſtroy him. ; 
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Marc. III withdrawn _ 
And leave you for a while. Remember, Portins, 


f 


Enter Lucia. 


Luc. Did not I ſee your Brother Marcus here? 
Why did he fly the Place, and ſhun my Preſence? 

Port. Oh, Lucia, Language is too faint to ſhow  _ 
His Rage of Love; it prey's upon his Life; SNL HY I 
He pines, he ſickens, he deſpairs, he dies = BY 
His Paſſions and his Virtues lie confuſed, 


And mixt together in ſo wild a Tumult, 


That the whole Man ts quite disfigur'd in him. 

Heav'ns! wou'd one think *twere.poſlible for Love 
To make ſuch Ravage in a noble Soul ! hs 1 
Oh, Lucia, I'm diſtreſs d! my Heart bleeds for him z | | 


Ev'n now, while thus I ſtand bleſt in thy Preſence, | : 


A ſecret Damp of Grief comes o'er my Thoughts, 
And I'm unhappy, tho' thou fmileſt upon me. | 
Luc. How wilt thou guard thy Honour, in the Shock 


Of Love and Friendſhip! think betimes, my Portius, 


Think how the Nuptial Tie, that might ei ſure 
Our mutual Bliſs, wou'd raiſe to ſuch a Height 


WU | 


— 


His gen'rous, open, undeſigning Heart 

His beg'd his Rival to ſollicit for him. 

Then do not ſtrike him dead with a . 

But hold him up in Life, and cheer his Soul _ 

With the faint glimm'ring of a doubtful Hope: 

Perhaps, when we have paſs'd theſe gloomy Hours, 

And weather'd out the Storm that beats upon us 
Lut. No, Portius, no! I ſee thy Siſter's Tears, 

Thy Father's Anguiſh, and thy Brother's Death 

In the Purſuit of our ill-fated Loves, 3 


Port. Alas, poor Youth 1 what doſt thou think, my Lucia? 


And, Portius, here I ſwear, to Heavn T ſwear, 
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To Hear” ny and all the Pow'rs that judge abt 
Never to mix my plighted Hands with thine, 
While ſuch a Cloud of Miſchiefs hang's about us. 
But to forget our Loves, and drive thee out 
| From all my Thoughts, as far----as I am able 
Port. What haſt thou ſaid ! I'm thunder-ftruck -en 
Thoſe haſty Words, or I am loſt for ever.. 
Luc. Has not the Vow already paſs'd my Lips ? 
The Gods have heard it, and *tis ſeal'd in Head n. 


=. May all the Vengeance, that was ever pour'd 


On \perjur'd Heads, o'crwhelm me, if I break it T 
[After a Pay ſe, 
Port. Fixt in Aftoniſhment, 1 gaze upon thee; 
Like one juſt blafted by a Stroak from H-av? 3 n 
Who pant's for Breath, and ſtiffen'e, yet alive, " 


I ou in dreadful Looks: A Monument of PV 


Lac. At length I've acted my ſevereſt Part. 
1 feel the Woman break ing in upon me. 2 
And melt about my Eleart my Tears will flow. 

But oh TIl think no more! the Hand of Fate 

Has torn thee from me, and I muſt forget thee, 
Port. Hard-hearted, cruel Maid. 8 
Luc. Oh ſtop thoſe Sounds | 

Thoſe killing Sounds! Why doſt thou · row n upon ine du 

My Blood run's cold, my Heart forget's to heave, 


_ AndLife its tg out at thy Diſpleaſore, 7 = 


The Gods forbid us to indulge our Loves, 
But oh ! I cannot bear thy. Hate and live! 
Port. Talktiot of Love, thou never knew ſti its Force. 


) - 


_ Pve been deluded, led into a Dream 


Of fancied Bliſs. O Lucia, ctue] Maid! BY 
Thuy dreadful Ww, loaden with Death, ftill ſound's' 
In my ſtunn d Ears. What ſhall I lay or do? 


Quick, let us part / Perdition's in preſence, 

And Horror dwells about thee! Hab, ſhe Mm 

Wretch that 1 am ! what has my Raſhneſs done! | 
Lucia, thou injur d Innocence! thou beſt - r 
88 1. on oy Sex! a 1 55 on, ES "2 8 


\ 
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5 Or Portius ruſhe s oft his Sword to join thee. 0: -* th 
Her Imprecations reach not to the Tomb, 
They ſhut net out Society in Death ——— *. 
But Hah! She moves! Life wander's up an e 
Through all her Face, and light's up ev'ry Charm. 
Tuc. O Portius, was this well to frown on her 
That lives upon thy Smiles! to call in Doubt 
The Faith of one expiring at thy Feet, 
That love's thee more than ever Woman lov dt 
What do I ſay? My half- recover d Senſſe 
Forget's the Vow in which my Soul is bound, $ +15 
Deſtruction ſtand's betwixt us We muſt part. | 
Port. Name not the Word, my frighted Thoughts run * 
And ſtartle into Madneſs at the Sound. 
Luc. What wou dſt thou have me do? Conſider well 
The Train of Ills our Love wou'd diaw behind it. 
Think, Portius, think, thou ſee'ſt thy dying Brother 
Stabb'd at his Heart, and all beſmear'd with Blood, 
Storming at Heav'n and thee! Thy awful Sire 
Sternly demand's the Cauſe, th accurſed Cauſe, 
That robb's him of his Son! poor Marcia tremble's, 
Then teares her Hair, and frantick in her Griefs 
Call's out on Lucia! What cou'd Lucia anſwer? 
Or how ſtand up in ſuch a Scene of Sorrow ! | 
Port. To my Confuſion, and Eternal Grief,  - 
I muſt approve the Sentence that deſtroys me. 1 
The Miſt that hung about my Mind clear's up; 
And now, athwart the Terrors that thy VowW 
Has planted round thee, thou appear'ſt more fair, 
More amiable, and riſeſt in thy Charme. 
Lovely'ſt of Women Heav'n is in thy Soul, 
Beauty and Virtue ſhine for ever round thee, 
Bright ning each other / Thou art all Divine ! | 
Tuc. Portius, no more / thy Words ſhoot thro' my Hear, 
Melt my Reſolves, and turn me all to Love. 
Why arathoſe Tears of Fondneſs in thy Eyes? 
ng heaves thy Heart? ? "Way ſwells thy Soul with Sorrow? 


— 


le. 


Pray 
— 
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" Tefoltens i me too RE dl my Portius, 8 
Farewell, tho Death is in the Word, For en „ | 
Port. Stay, Lucia, ſtay ! What do'ft thou ſay? For- ever! £ 
Luc. Have I not ſworn? If, Por ius, thy Success 
' Muſt throw thy Brother on his Fate, F arewell, 


— 


Oh, how ſhall IJ repeat the Word! For- ever! 


Por: Thus o'er the dying Lamp th' unſteady F lame 


Hang's quiv ring on a Point, leap's off by Fits, 


And falls again, as loath to quit its Hold 


Thou muſt not go, my Soul till hover's oer ther 
- And can't get looſe: - 

Luc. If the firm Portius make x | 
To hear of Parting, think what Lucia ſuffer's! 

Port. Tis true; unruffled and ferene I've met 
The common Accidents of Life, but here 
Such an unlook'd for Storm of Ills fall's on me, 
It beat's down all my Strength. 1 cannot bear it. 


We muſt not part. 


Luc. What do'ſt thou ſay? Not part E. 3 
Haſt thou forgot the Vow that I have made? FE 
Are there nor Heay'ns and Gods and Thunder o'er us „ FA 
But ſee thy Brother Marcus bend's this way ! 

I ſicken at the ir. Once more, Farewell, a 
Farewell, and know thou wrong'ſt me, if chou chink'ſt 
Ever was Sw or ever Grief, like mine. Bp [Brit 


Enter Marcus, En 


Merc: Portis what Hopes? ? how ſtands She? Am [doonid 


Toe Life or Death = - 


Port. What wou'dſt thou laws: me ſay? 
Marc. What mean's this penſive Poſture? 2 25 4 
Like one amazed and terrified. Z 


Port. I've Reaſon. | | 
Marc. Thy down-caft Looks, ge th ciorder Thoughts 


Tell me my Fate. I ask not the Succe 


0 n has found. 


Punt + 1 


I With ev'ry thing, its Friend, its ſelf — But hah! | 


Port, Im pricy'd I OR " NED 
Mar. What? do's the barb'rous Maid inſult my / Hear, | 
My akeing Heart! and triumph in my Pains? 
That I cou'd caſt her from my Thoughts for ever!.. - 
Port. Away! you're too ſuſpicious in your Griefs; 
Lucia, though ſworn never to think of — 
Compaſſionate” s your Pains, and pitie's you. 
Marc. Compaſlionate's my Pains, and pitic's me! 
What is Compaſſion when tis void of Love! 
Fool that I was to chuſe ſo cold a Friend 
To urge my Cauſe! Compaſſionate's my Pains! N 
Prithee what Art, what Rhet'rick did'ſt thou uſe : 
To gain this mighty Boon? She pitice's men 
To one that ask's the warm Returns of Love, 
Compaſſion' s Cruelty, *tis Scorn, tis Death 
Port. Marcus, no more! have I deſery'd this Treatment? 5 
Marc. What have Ifaid! O Portius, O forgive me! 3 
A Soul exaſp rated in Ills falls out. | 9 
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What means that Shout, big with the —_— of War? 
What new Alarm? _- . 
Peort. A ſecond, fouder yet, US; 
Spells in the Winds, and comes more e fall upon us. 3 
Marc. Oh, for ſome glorious Cauſe to fall in Battel! = 
Lucia, thou haſt undone me! thy Diſdain | EET 
Has broke my Heart: tis Death muſt give me Eaſe. 
Port. Quick, let us hence; who knows if Cato's Life 


Stand ſure? O Marcus, J am warm'd, my Heart 


25 at the Trumpet 8 Voice, and burns for Glory. N | 
Buer Sempronius with the Leaders of the Mutiny. | 


Semp. At length the Winds are rais'd, the Storm blow high, -< 
Be it your Care, my Friends, to keep it up < 
In it's full Fury, and direct it right, 

Till it has ſpent it ſelf on Cato's Head. 


Mean while I W herd among his F riends, and ſeem 


. — * Y — - - 2 
— 2 ——— OS ll. . ite 8 ts ED _—_— 96 * 4 WY 
4 = 
we : þ 
* 
2 * 


wt 


: CY 
$ 4 N 
* * = K 4 


C4 T 0. 


One of the Nunes; that whate er arrive, 
y Friends and Fellow-Soldiers may be fa 1. 


IE; We all are ſafe, Sempronins 1s out F tend, 


ronius is as brave a Man as Cato. 
But heark! he Enters. Bear up boldly to 105 ; 
Be ſure you beat him down, — bind him faſt: 
This Day will end our Toils, and give us Reſt; 
Fear nothing, for Sempron! is our F riend . 


7 


— 
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Enter Cato, Sempronius, Lucius, Portius and Marcus. 


Cato. Where are theſe bold intrepid Sons of War, 45 


That greatly turn their Backs upon the Foe, 
And to their General ſend a brave Defiance? 


 Semp. Curſe on their Daſtard Souls, they ſtand aflnih'al d! 


Cato. Perfidious Men! v and will you thus diſhonour 
Your paſt Exploits, and fully all your Wars? -* 


Do you confeſs twas not- a Zeal for Rome, 
Nor Love of Liberty, nor Thirſt of Honour, 


Drew you thus far; but hopes to ſhare the Spoil 1415 


*. 


Of conquer d Towns, and plunder'd Provinces * 


Fired with ſuch Motives you do well to join 


With Cato Foes, and follow Ce/ar's Banners. 


Why did I 'fcape the invenom'd Aſpic's Rage, 


And all the fiery Monſters of the Deſart, 


IT o ſee this Day? Why cou d not Cato fal! 
Without your Guilt? Behold, ungrateful Men, 
" Behold my Boſom naked to your Swords, | 
Aud let the Man that's injured ſtrike the Blow. 
Which of you all ſuſpect's that he is wrong'd, 


Or think's he ſuffer's greater Ills than Cato? 


Am diſtinguiſh'd from you but by Toils, 
Superior Toils, ad heavier We of t 2 


Painſul Pre- eminence! | 
Kmp. By Heav'ns they drop! | 
Confulion to the ee, All. is loſt, 
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Did not he daſh th* untaſted Moiſture from him? 


— 


IT a N 
. 45 0 a” 41 
= p 4 


Cato. * you forgotten Lybia' — Waſt, N | 


Its barren Rocks,  parch'd Earth, and Hills 2. A 
Its tainted Air, and all its Broods of Poiſon? | 
Who was the firſt to explore th? untrodden Path, 

When Life was hazarded in ev'ry Step? © © Te TR 
Or, fainting in the long laborious March, KID NS we Ml 
When on the Banks of an unlook'd-for Stream 1 
You ſunk the River with repeated Draughts, N 
Who was the laſt in all your Hoſt that thirſted? 
Semp. If ſome penurious Source by chance appear'd, 

Scanty of Waters, when you ſcoop d it dry, 8 
And offer d the full Helmet up to Cato, e 


Did not he lead you througli the Mid-day Sun, 
And Clouds of Duſt? Did not his Temples gow -- 
In the ſame ſultry. Winds, and ſcorching Heats ? ' 
Cato. Hence worthleſs Men! Hence! 3 Ceſer- | 
You could not undergo the Toils of War, | 
Nor bear the Hardſhips that your Leader ber. 
Tuc. Sce, Cato, ſee th unhappy Men! they weep ! | 
Fear, and Remorſe, and Sorrow for their Crime, 3 
Appear in ev'ry Look, and plead for” Mercy. 3 
Cato. Learn to be honeſt Men, give up your Leaders, e 
And Pardon ſhall deſcend on all the reſt. | 3 
S-mp Cato, commit theſe Wretches to my Care. b | 
Firſt lot em each be broken on the Rack, ON A 
Then, with what Life remain's, impaled, and lefe SF Ip a6 
To Shs at leiſure round the bloody Stake. + | 
There let” em hang, and taint the Southern Wind. . 
The Partners of their Crime will learn Obedience, DNS er 
When they look up and ſee their Fellow-Traitors | 
| Stuckon a Fork, and black'ning in the Sun. <1 5 
Luc: Sempronius, why, why wilt thou urge the Fa ate >. 
Of wretched Men? 
| S-mp. How! wou'dſt thou clear Rebellion! 2 SPIT 
Lucius, (good Man) pitie's the poor Offenders ', _ 
That wou'd imbrue their Hands 1 8 Cato's Blood, 85 3 
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WT dearly bought, the Price of ſo much Blood) || 


* 


Cato, Falter; 8 . they f uffer Dez . 
| But in their Deaths remember they are Men 
Strain not the Laws to make their Tortures grievous? \ 


Lucius, the baſe degenerate Age requires 


Severity and Juſtice in its Rigour; 


This awes an impious, bold, offending World, 


Command's Obedience, and give's Forte to Laws. 
When by- juſt Vengeance guilty Mortals periſh, 


*. The Gods behold their Puniſhment with Pleaſure, -- © 
8 Ang lay th' uplifted Thunder-Bolt afide. 


N 


Semp. Cato, I execute thy Will with Pleafure: 
| Cato. Mean-while we'll ſacrifice to Liberty. 


Remember, O my Friends, the Laws, the Rights, 


The gen rous Plan of Power deliver d down. | 
From Age to Age, by your renown'd Forefathers, 


. 


- 


let it never periſh in your Hands 
But piouſly tranſmit it to your Children. 
Do thou, great Liberty, inſpire our Souls, 
And make our Lives in thy Poſſeſſion happy, 
Or our Deaths Forious' in thy juſt Defence. YL Bee. Cn 6. 


I 5 1 Senpronius and the Leader of the 2 


7 1 Lead Sempronius, y ou have ated like your Self, 


E Ogs wor'd bare thorght-you had been” int in Nl. 
Sen. Villain, and off! baſe grov'lin ng worthleſs Wretches, 


_ Mongrils | in Faction, poor faint-hearted Traitors! 
1 Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far, Semoronius: 


| | 5 . Throw off the Mask, there are none here but Friends. 


Semp. Know, Villains, when ſuch paltry Slaves preſume 


To mix in Treaſon, if the Plot ſucceeds, 


They re thrown neglected by: But if it fail's, _ . 
They re ſure to die like . as you ſhall do. 5 
"Hes, take theſe Tactious * aragg | em lor 
To fodden D 3 
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1 Lead. Nay, ſince it comes to 1 33 ES... 

 _  Semp, Diſpatch em quick, but firſt pluck out their Tongues, 

Leaſt ich their ha. reath they ſow Sedition. WE 
Ereunt Guards with the Leaders 


5 5 ES 1 Eure Syphax. 


_ ph. Our n Deſign, my Friend, has proved abortive 2 
Still there remains an Aſter· game to play: 5 
My Troops are mounted; their Numidian Steeds 0 
Snuff up the Wind, and long to ſcow'r the Deſart: 
Let but Sempronzus head us in our Flight, 

We'll force the Gate where Marcus — his Guard, 2 
And hew down all that would oppoſe our Paſſage. + -- 
A Day will bring us into Cæſar's Camp. Wy 

* Semp. Confuſion ! Thave fail'd of half my Purpoſe. 85 
Marcia, the charming Marcia's left behind! tl 
_  Syph. How? will Sempronius turn a Woman's Slave? 1 þ 
Semp. Think not thy Friend can ever feel the ſoft Jo 
Unmanly Warmth, pa. Tenderneſs of Love. 2 
 Syphax, I long to claſ p that haughty Maid, 
And bend her ſtubborn Virtue to my Paſſion: 
When 1 have gone thus far, I'd caſt her off. 
$yph. Well ſaid! that's ſpoken like thy ſelf, Sempronine. - 
| wie / hinder s then, but that thou find her out, | 
And hurry her away by manly Force? 
Sem. But how to gain Admiſſion? for Acceſs 
Is giv'n to none but Juba, and her Brothers. 15 | 
Feb. Thou ſhal't have Fubs's Dreſs, and Fuba's Guards: - 
The Doors will open, when Numidias Prince = : 
Seem's to appear before the Slaves, that watch them. 
Sem. Heav'ns, what a Thought i is there! Marcias my own! -| 
| How will my Boſom ſwell & anxious Joy: - Gs 


0 1 7 0. 


idee her firogling in my Ame 
With glowing Beauty, — dilorderd Charms, | 
While Fear and Anger, with alternate Grace, 3 


Pant in her Breaſt, and vary in her Face! +. 
9G So Phuto, Teiz'd of Proſerpine, convey 2 . F 
To Hell's tremendous Gloom th' affrig ted Maid,” — 
I bere grimly ſmil'd, pleas d with the beauteous N. 
3 Nor 98 Jove his Sun-ſhine and his Skies. 
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1 Wand 
* 
LI and Marcia. 


| Luc. 0 W tell r me, Martia, tell me from 1 Soul, 
If thou believ'ſt it poſſible for Woman 


I0 ſaffer greater Ills than 2 ſuffers ? 


Marc, O Lucia, Lucia, might my big ſwoln Heart 
Vent all its Griefs, and give a e to Sorrow 
Marcia cou'd anſwer thee in Sighs, keep Pace 
With all thy Woes, and count out Tear for Tear. 

Tuc. I know thou'rt doom d alike, to be belov'd 

By Fuba, and thy Father's Friend Sempronins; ' 

But which of theſe has Pow 'r to charm like Portius! 

Marc. Still muſt I beg thee not to name Sampronius ? 
| Lucia, F like not that Joud boiſtrous Man: ; 

Juba to all the Brav'ry of a Heroe 

Adds ſofteſt Lovez and more than Female Sweetneſs; 

Juba might make the proudeſt of our Sek, 

20 of Woman · kind, but Marcia, happy. | 

| Lae. And why not Marcia ? Come, you Airive i in vain 

To hide your Thoughts from one, who know's too well 

The inward Glowings of a Heart in Love. 

Marc. While Cato live's, his Daughter has no Right 
To love or hate, but as his Choice directs. | 

Luc. But ſhou'd this Father give you to S-xxpronius ? 

Marc. I dare. not think he will: but if he thou — 
Why wilt thou add to all the Griefs I ſuffer N 
— Ill and fancy d Tortures? 


Lebt not her Cries or Tears have Force to move you? 


| He muſt be murder'd, and a Paſſage cut 


0 4 7 0. 


— bear the Sound of Feet they March this Way! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown LES 
Each ſofter Thought in Senſe, of preſent nn 
When Love once plead's Admiſſion to our Hearts „ 
| (ln ſpight of all he en we can boaſt) ARE 1% © £45 EY 
| The Woman that Deliberates is loſ. 12 5 


E nter Sempron ius, dreſs'd le ; El with Numidian Guards, 


EE .. Semp. The Deer i is lodg d. I've trackt ber to her Covert. 
Bee ſure you mind the Word, and when I give it, 
|. Ruſh in at once, and ſeize upon your Prey. 95 


How will the young Numidian rave, to ſee 
_ His Miſtreſs loſt? If aught cou d: glad my Soul, 
Beyond th Enjoy ment of ſo bright a Prize, 
+ Twou'd be to torture that young, gay, Barbarian. = 
: But hark, what Noiſe | Death to my Hopes "tis wy" = 
Tis Jubas ſelf! there is but one Way left—— 5 


Through thoſe his Guards.— Han, Daſtards, do you tremble n 
| r — 88 or by yon azure Heaven 


- Enter Abe. ; 


8 7b What do Tee? Who's this that d 
The Guards and Habits of Numidias Prince vg 
-  Semp. One that was born to ſequrge thy Arrogance, | 

Preſumptuous Youth!  _ : «is 

FJub, What cam this N Sew roniu! / Be 

Semp. My Sword ſhall anſwer = Have at-thy Heart 2 

Jub. Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbrous Man ! 

Cem . falls. His Guards ſurrender. 
end. Curſe on my 3 Am I then doom' d to fall : | 
5 By a Boy's Hand? disfigur'd-in a vile — *N 
Numidian Dreſs, and for a worthleſs r „ 
| cook I'm DiſtraBted 4 Thi, mal Cloſe n! i ich 


- 


= N 
— 5 


8 YT * T 0 1 
0 * a Peal of Thunder FOR wou 4 aka: SE 
Earth, Sea, and Air, and Heav'n, and Cato tremble! CDi, | 
Zuba. With what a Spring his furious Soul broke 2522 . 
And left the Limbs ſtill qui ring on the Ground 
Hence let us carry off thoſe Slaves to Cato, | 
That we may there at length unravel all 


This dark Deſign, this Myſtery or Fae: ir." 
[Exit Juba with Priſoners, &e 


8 uy 
; 8 3 Enter Lucia and Marcia. | 
© "Luc. Sure 'twas the Claſh of Swords; my troubled Heart 

Is ſo caſt down, and ſunk amidſt its Sorrows, 7 

It throb's with Fear, and ake's at ev'ry Sound. 2 by 
O Marcia, ſhou'd thy Brothers for my Sake! — 
, die away with Horror at the Thought. 

Marc. See, Lucia, ſee ! ! here” 8 Blood [ here's Blood and 
Murder!!! | 6 
Hah! a Numidian ! Hew'ns mire the Phiness- Pt NT 
The Face lie's muffled up within the Garment. 2 

But hah! Death to my Sight! a Diadem, 

And Purple Robes! O Gods! tis he, tis he, 

Juba, he lovelieſt Youth that ever warm'd 
A Virgin's Heart, Juba lie's dead before us! | | 

Luc. Now Marcia, now call up to thy Aſſiſtance * + 
Thy wonted Strength, and Conſtanc 7 of Mind; 

. 


Thou can'ſt not put it to a greater Tryal. ens 
Marc. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my Patience. 


Have I not cauſe to rave, and beat my Breaſt, 
To rend my Heart with Grief, and run diſtra&ted! 
Luc. What can I think or fay. to give thee Comfort? 
Mar. Talk not of Comfort, tis for ligtiter Ills: . 
5 Behold a Sight, that ſtrike's all Comfort _ 88 


Enter Juba Mining. 


| 1 will indulge my FER and give way 
To all the Pangs and Fury of Deſpair, _ . | 
That — that beſt of Men, deferv'd it from n me. Juba. 


- * 


1 


1 N 1 T 0. 

Jie What do! hear ? and was the falſe Semgronin : 

That beſt of Men? O had 1 fall'n like him, 

Andi eon d have thus been mourn'd, I had been happy! 

Luc, Here will I ſtand, Companion in thy Woo, 5 

And help thee with my Tears; 

A Eofslike thine, I half forget my o Ww. 

Marc. Tis not in Fate to eaſe my tortured Breaſt, 

This empty World, to me a joy leſs Deſart, 

Has nothing left to make poor Marcia happy. 
Juba. Lm on the Rack! Was he fo near her Heart? 

Marc. Oh he was all made up of Love and — 23 8 

Whatever Maid cou'd wiſh; or Man admire: c 

| Delight of ev'ry Eye! When he appear d, 

© A ſecret n gladned all that flo n 

| But when he talk*d, the 4 Age Roman dluſh's bd 

| 

; 

| 

| 

| 


To hear his Virtues, and Age 2 wn - 
Fuba. I ſhaltrun Mad 3p | 
Marc. O Juba ! Juba! Fuba! | i 
Juba. What means that Voice? did hs oe call on Juba? © 
Marc. Why do! think on what he was! he's dead! 
'- He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him. SEAS ISS. 
Lucia, who know's but his poor bleeding Heart 


- Amidſt its Agonies, remember'd Marcia, 
And the laſt Words he utter'd call'd me Cruel 1˙ 
Alas, he knew not, hapleſs Youth, he knew not 
ug Marcias whole Soul was full of Love and Juba ! 
Jula. Where am 1! do I live] or am indeed 
What Marcia think's ! all is Eliſium round ine | 
Marc. Le dear Remains of the moſt lov'd of Men! 
Nor Modeſty nor Virtue here forbid | 
A laſt Embrace, while thus — 
| Fuba. See, Marcia, fee, | 
The happy Juba live NF he live's to catch | +3 

That dear Embrace, and to return it too 1 
With mutual Warmth and Eagerneſsof Love. * 
Marc. With Pleaſure and - Ron: I ſtand | raſported! 


Sure 


hen I behold 4 


gf | . 


88 * and Alive at ey aþ 110 fog og Tr 
If thou art Juba, who lies there? e OE e 
Zub. A Wretebh, Oe She I 
Diſguiſcd like Fuba on a curs d Deſign. 1 5 e 
The Tale is long, rior have I heard it out, week et he 
Thy Father know's it all. I cau d not — - 5 
To leave thee in the N eighbou rhood of Death, 
But flew, in all the haſte of Love, to find thee, 
I found thee weeping, and confeſs this once, I 
Am wrap'd with Joy to ſee my Mareia's, Tears: | | 
Marc. T've been ſurprized in an unguarded Hour, N 
But muſt not now go back: The Love, that lay | | 
Half ſmother'd in my Breaſt, has broke through all 
Its weak Reſtraints, and burr's in its. full Late, r 
I cannot, if Iwou'd, conceal it ſrom thee... F 
Jub. I'm loſt in Extaſie! and doſt thou 8 n 
Thou charming Maid? _.. 
Marc. And do'ſt thou live to ask it? 
Jub. This, this is Life indeed! Life worth proferving! 
Such Life as Juba never felt till now!! 
Marc. Believe me, Prince, before I thought thee dead, 
Idid not know my ſelf how much I lov d 9 Pad. EF 
Fub. O fortunate Miſtake!  _ 85 . 
Marc. O happy Marcia! ex: 
Fub. My Joy! my beſt Beloved! 0 my With! WY 
How ſhall I ſpeak the Tranſport of my nh | 
Marc. Lucia, thy Arm! Oh let me reſt N it! I br N 
The Vital Blood, that had ſorſook my Heart, r 
Return's again in ſuch tumultuous Tid es 
It quite o ercomes me. Lead to my Apartment. 5 
O Prince! I bluſh to think what I have faid, - EST: 
But Fate has wreſted the Confeſſion from mem 
Go on, and proſper in the DL. of Honour, 
Thy Virtue will excuſe my Paſſion for thee, T 
And make the Gods propitiougto our Love. Er. Ware andLuc. 
Jub. I am fo bleſs'd, I fear tis all a Dream. | 
Fortune, thou now halt made amend« for all „ 
* e 
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He wou'd not. ſtay and le Bur like &. 


Thy paſt Unkindneſs. 1 abfolve m | 
What tho* Numidia add her conque r d Tem Arn 
And Provinces to ſwell the Viftor's: Triumph? | e 
= will never at his Fate repine,' - Pte? 

cer have the World, if Marcia's mine. Exit. 


; I 4 March at « Dita. 5 eat 57 
| Euter Cato 6nd Lucius. n 
Lac: 1 and aſtoniſh ti What, the bold gen ronius ! 


x Ls : 4 9 
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© That till broke foremoſt through the Croud of Patriots, 


As with a Hurricane of Zeal tranſported, 


Ha And virtuous ev'n to Madneſs —— -_ fo. E Bs Eg 


Cato. Truſt me, Lucius, 


Our civil Diſcords have produced ſuch Se 
Such monſtrous Crimes, I am ſurprized at nothing 
O Lucius, I am ſick of this bad World? 

The 88 od, the Sun grow e to me. 


Enter Portius. . #2 . 


But ke 2 Portiur come's! What mean «this Haſte SF 


Why are thy Looks thus changed? ' 
Port. My Heart is griev'd. 


{ I bring ſuch News as will afflict my Kh. 


Cato. Has Ceſar ſhed more Roman Blood 2 
Port. Not ſo. 
The Tray tor Syphax, as within the Square | 


| He exereiſed his Troops, the Signal givy, _ wr ; — 


Flew off at once with 115 Numidian Horſe 


Io the South Gate, where Marcus holds the Watch, 


I ſaw, and calld to ſtop him, but in vain, - 
He toſs d his Arm aloft, and Pony: told me, 
empronmns. 


But at 80 a0. 


Cato. Perfdious 9 215 
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Thy Brother Marcus acta a Roman's Part. ( 
—— Lucius, the Torrent bears too hard upon me: 
23 give's Way to Force: the conquer d World 
Is Cæſar's: Cato has no Buſineſs in it. ; 

Luc. While Pride, Oppreſſion, and Io juſtice reign; 
The World will ſtill demand her Caro's . 

In Pity to Mankind, ſubmit to Cæſar, N 

And pur thy Mighty Soul to Life.” 

Cato. Wou'd Lucius have me live to ſ well the Number 
Of e 8 Slaves, or by a baſe Submiſſion + 7 
Give up the Cauſe of Name, and own a 1 
Tuc. The Victor never will impoſe on Cat 

Ungen'rous Terms. His Enemies confeſs 
The Virtues of Humanity are Cæſars. 


But ſee young Fuba! the good Louth appears | 
Full of the Guilt of his perfidious Subjects. 


Le. Alas, Pew” Prince! his F ate deſerves res Compal, | 


Enter Juba. 


Fub. 1 bluſh; and am confounded to appear. 
Betore thy Preſence, Cato. | 
Cato. What's thy Crime? 
Jub. I'm a Numidian, © . 
Cato. And a brave one too 
Thou haft a Roman Soul. 
Jub. Haſt thou not hear 
Of my falſe Country men? 
Cato. Alas, young Frince, 
Falſhood and Fraud thoot up in ev v'ry 1 Soil, . | x 
The Product of all Carsten Avine has its Ceſar. 
Jub. Iis gen'cous thus to comfort the Diſtreſs d. 
Cato. I is juſt to give Applauſe whiere tis deferv'd 3 
Thy Virtue, Prince, has ſtood the Teſt of Fortune, 
Like * Gold, that, tortur'd in tlie F urnace, 


2 Comes 


Cato. Curſe on his Virtues! They ve — 5 his Counery, 25 
Such Popular Humanity is Treaſon—— + + © +4 


E 92. ä Cc A. N. 0. 
Ws Comes out more bright, and brings forth al its Wei "RE 
Tubs. What thall I anſwer thee? my raviſt'd Heart N 


Oerfowe with ſecret Joy Id rather gain e 
ö Thy * N chan Nad Empire. [ by By vi! N 


1 Eu Portis. bapih.” Bin « 
Port. M on Misfortune! Grief" on \ Grief! ** 
My Brother Marcus 4-7 ke TION 
£2 - Gato. Hah + what'has he done "oo SA BG 
Has he forſook his Poſt? has he givin FERrS SELLS 
Did he look tamely on, and let em paſs ?- eee 
Port. Scarce had I left my Father, but l met him | 
- has on the Shields of his furviving Soldiers, | 
© Breathleſs and pale, and cover d o'er with Wounds. . 
Long, at the | cad of his few faithful Friends, | 
He ood the Shock of a whole Hoſt A. ! 
Till obſtinately Brave, and bent on —_— Nan 
Oppreſt with Multirades, he greatly fell. 1143.9 
Sato, I'm fatisfy'd. 111 e 
Port. Nor ac he fall before 
His Sword had pierc'd through the falſe Heart of Syphax'; 
Vonder he lies. I faw the hoary Traytor 
Grin in the Pangs of Death, al b bite the Ground. 
Cato. Thanket to the Gods! my Boy has done his Daty-. 
—Portius,. when I am dead, e P 
His Urne near mine. * in 7, 
Port. Long may they keep aden Sto ie bobs vw. 
Luc. O Cato, arm thy Soul with all itsPatiencey. f 
See where the Corps of thy dead Son e 5 
Ihe Citizens and Senators, alarm'd,, 45 pA 
| l round it, and attend i e N L 


FIC " 1 
ry 4 9 * 2 1 


l Cato meeting the G., la [I [ 


Care, Welcome: my Son! Here lay him down, my Prices | 
Eull in my Sight, e at leiſure 5 10 
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The bloody Coarſe, and count thoſe glorious Wounds... 


How beautifut is Death, ben earn'd by Virtue! / 


Who wou'd not be that Youth ? what Pity is it 
That we can die but once to ſerve our Country 
Why fit's this Sadneſs on your Brows, my Friends? 
I end have bluſh'd if Catos Houſe had ſtoode 
Secure, and flouriſh'd in a Civil War. 


Portius, behold thy Brother, and remember 
Thy Life is not thy own, When Rome demands it. 


Juba. Was ever Man like this!“ 
Cato. Alas my Friend? 


Why mourn you thus ? Lit oat a private Loſs .- 
Afflict your Hearts. Tis Rome requires our Tears. 


The Miſtreſs of the World, the Seat of Em pire, 
The Nurſe of Heroes, the Delight of . f 
That humbled the proud Tyrants of the Earth, 
And ſet the Nations free: Name is no more. 

O Liberty! O Virtue! O my Country 


Fuba. Behold that upright Man! Nane fills his Eyes 


With Tears, that flow'd not o'er his own dead Son. 
Cato. Whate'er the Roman. V irtue has ſubdu d., 
The Sun's whole Courſe, the Day and Y ear, are 8 


For him the ſelf· devoted Decii dy d, 


The Fabii fell, and the great Scipio conquer d: 
Ey'n Pompey fought for Cæſar. Oh my Friends! 
How is the Toil of Fate, the Work of Ages, 
The Roman Empire fall'n!.O curſt Ambition! 
Fall'n into Ce/ar's Hands! Our great Fore-Fathers: - 
Had left him nought to, Conquer but his Country. 

Juba. While Cato lives, Ceſar will bluſh to ſee 
Mankind enſlaved, ; and be aſhamed of Empire. 

Gato, Ceſar aſhamed! Has not he ſeen harſalia ! 

Luc. Cato, tis Time thou ſave oy, ſelf and us. 


Cute. Loſe not a Thought on me. Im out of en | 


Heav'n will not leave mel in the. Vicor's « Hand. 


Ceſar ſhall never ſay Ive conquer 4105 Cato «* 
c 4 oh! my Friends, you Safety fills my Hate 


| 


ba. 


* 
4 
i 
j 
| 
1 
| 
5 


Content thy ſelf to 0 
When Vice prevails, and impious Men * Sway, 4 8055 
The Poſt of Honour is à private Station * 


* Z Cc FR 7 0. 


With anxious Though A thouſand ſecret Td 
Riſe im my Soul: 


ow ſhall I fave my Friends! | 


| *'Tis now, 0 Ceſar, begin to fear thee. 


Luc. Ceſar has Mercy, if we ask it of him. 


Cato. Then ask it, I conjure you}. let him know EY 


phate er was done againſt him, Cato did it. 
Add, if you pleaſe, that I requeſt it of him, 


That I wy ſelf, with Tears, requeſt it of bim, - 
The Virtue of my Friends may paſs un 


iſh'd. 


Fuba, my Heart is troubled for thy ke. 


{ Shou'd I adviſe thee to regain Numidia, 1 85 4 
Or ſeck e FR 206 2 t 0 0 


Jub. If 1 forſake then 


| Whilſt 1 have Life, may hav de de Juba! 5 


Cato. Thy Virtues, Prince, if I foreſee aright, 
Will one Day make thee Great; at Rome, — 
*Twill be no Crime to have been Catos Friend. 


Paortius, draw near! My Son, thou oft haſt ſeen 9 85 
| Thy Sire engaged, in a corrupted State, * 
| Wreftling with Vice aud Fackjon; Now thou ſee ime 


Spent, overpow 78, deſpairing of Succeſe; * 


: Let me adviſe Mts to retreat betimes 


To thy Paternal Seat, the Sabine Field, 5 


Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his own Hands, 


And all our frugal Anceftors were bleſs'd ' 


In humble Virtues, and a Rural Life, 


There live retired, pr pray [tor 8 of bun, 
cure 


Port. I hope, my Father does not recommend 


A Life to Portius, that he ſcorns himſelf. d 1, 
Cato. Farewel, my Friends! if there be any af you 10 


That dares not truſt the Vida Victor's . 


Know there are Ships ne 1 
| HIM Their Sails 6. hy op 55 5 tot 


That ſhall Convey you to the wilte-for 2 
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Is there aught elſe, my Friends, I can do for, you? 
The Conqueror draws, near. 
If e'er we meet hereafter, we 
In happier Climes, and on a ſafer Shore, 
Where Cæſar never ſhall approach us more. 
| There the brave Youth, with Love of Virtue 
Who greatly in his Country's Cauſe expired, 
Shall know he Conquer'd. The firm Patriot there 
(Who made the Welfare of Mankind his Care) 
Shall find the gen'rous Labour was not loſt. 


ace.more Farewel! - 


and Fortune, croſt,- 
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Cato ſolus, fung in 4 uchi "OS % * bu Hand 
_ © Plato's Book on the u of the Soul. A drawn © 
ord on the Tae 9 him. | 


But Shadows; Clouds, and Darkneſs reſt upon itt. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Pow'r above us, 


But when! or where l This World was made for Ceſar. ' 
I'm 1 weary of ee r muſt end em. 


- 
— 
" 


T- muſt be b is reaſon ſt well! — 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 


This Longing after Immortality? 


Or whence this ſecret Dread, and lurid Horror, 


Of falling into Nought? Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on 5 


er ſelf, and ſtart les 1 Deſtruction? 
*Tis the Divinity that ſtir's within us; 


Tis Heaven its felf, that point's out an Hereafers 


And intimate's Eternity to Man. . 
Eternity ! thou pleafing, dreadful, Thought! ö 
Through what Variety of untry d Being, 8 
Through what new Scenes and Changes muſt we my 
The wide, th' unbounded Proſpect, lie's before me; 


(And that there is all Nature cries aloud . LS | 
Through all her Works) He muſt delight in Virtue; | 
And that which he delights in muſt be happy. - 


Ee EMS: N his Hand on * S4. 
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Thus am I doubly arm d: PEEP and Life, 4, ad. Cane. of 
My Bane and Antidote are both before me: 1 8 | 
This in a Moment brings me to an End: r 
But this inform's me I ſhall never die. 

The Soul, ſecur'd in her Exiſtence, ſmile's . e 
At the drawn Dagger, and defie's its Point.. 
The Stars ſhall fade away, the Sun himſelf 

Grow dim with Age, and Nature fink in 9 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Touth, . 

Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, | 
The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds. 


What means this Heavineſs that hangs upon me? 
This Lethargy that creeps through all my Senſes 
Nature oppreſs d, and harraſs d — with Care, r 
Sinks down to Reſt. This once Il favour her. 
That my awaken d Soul may take her Flight, _ a R 
Renew d i in all her Strength, and freſh with Life,. 5 | 
An Off ring fit for —.— Let Guilt or Fear 3 1 4 
Diſturb Man's Reſt : Cato knows neither of em, il 

eee Fro 


| Enter Portius 2 | 8 wa 8 | 


But hah! how's this, my Son? Why this Iatrufion? ??: | 
Were not my Orders that I wou'd be eee „ 
Wh 1 8 e | | 


ort. Alas, my Father! f 3 
What means this Sword? this Inſtrument of Dezth? e 


Let me convey it hence! | | 
Cato. Raſh Youth, forbeart „ 


Port. O let the Pray rs, th' Entreaticaof hn F riends, 
Their Tears, their common Danger wreſt it from you. 
Cato. Wou'd'ſt thou betray me? Wou'd't thou give we up. 
A Slave, a Captive, . into Cæſars Hands? . 
Retire, and learn Obedience to a Father, | 


HEELS; Port. 


Or know, young Man! —— 
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; Thoughts full of | nn” He has diſpachr we hence 


Port. Look not thun 1 on mez 3 
You know I'd rather die than diſobey u. 

Cato. Tis well! again Im Maſter — ſelf. 
Now, Ceſar, let thy Troops beſet our Gates, 
And barr each Avenue, thy gath'ring Fleets 
O'er-ſpread the Sea, and ſtop up ev ry Fort; 4 
Cato {ball open to himſelf a ale Pam FUR 
And mock Thy Hopes „ D001 5 2h IE! 
Port. O Sir, for 75 your Son, hy 


Whoſe Grief hangs heavy on him ! O my F ather ! 


How am 1 ſure it js not the laſt Time 

I &er-hall call you fo! Be not 2 Wa 

O be not angry with me whilft 1 weep,” r 

And, in the Anguiſh of my Heart, eee eee 

To quit the dreadful rere of your Soul. 2 
Cato. Thou haſt been ever LE and duriful. bende, ann 

| Weep net, my Son. All will [be well again. 

3 righteous Gods, whom T have ſought to pleaſe, 

Will — Cato, and preſerve his Children. 
Port. Vour Words give Comfort to my drooping oy 
Cato. Portins, thou may ſt rely upon my Conduct 


Thy Father will not act what misbecome's him. 
26 But go, my Son, and ſce if aught be wantin 


Among thy Father's Friends; fee them em rqued ; 
And tell me if the Winds and Seas befriend them. 
My Soul is quite weigh 'd down with Care, and ass 1 


The ſoft Refreſhment of a Moment's Sleep. CE, a 


Port. My Thou ghts are more at Eaſe, my Heart Pats 


Euter Marcia. | 


0 Marcia, O-my Sitter, ſtill there's Hope! | _ 
Our Father will not caſt away a Life 2 
ee and to his Country. in 


He is retired to Reſt, and ſeems to cheriſn 


* 6 


With 


Dr T 0. 59 
With h Orders, that beſpeak a Mind compoſed, - : 
And ſtudious for the Safety of his Friends. 
Marcia, take care that none diſturb his Slumbers. \ Exit. 
Marc. O ye immortal Powers, that guard the Juſt, | 

Watch round his Couch, and ſoften his dannen | 
Baniſh his Sorrows, and becalm his Soul... 
With eafie Dreams; remember all his Virtues! .. Ss 

; And ſhow Mankind . Goodneſs is 1085 Care, 


at Enter Lucia. 


Luc. Where ! is you Father, Marcia, FT Goth is 8 Po, 
Marc. Lucia, ſpeak low, he is retired to ab, | 
Lacia, I feel a gently-dawning Hope vi 
Riſe in my Soul. We: ſhall be . 2 Rill. - TRE 7 
LCuc. Alas, I tremble when I thin on Cato, 
In every View, in every. Thought I tremble! . 
Cato is ſtern, and awful as a God; | 
He knows not how to wink at humneFrailty, 
Or pardon Weakneſs, that he never felt. ** 
Marc. Though ſtern and awful to the Foes of Rome, 255 
He is all Goodnefs Lucia, always mild, , 
Compaſſionate, and gentle to his F Friends. N 
Fill'd with Domeſtick Tenderneſs, the beſt, 5 
The kindeſt Father! I have ever found hi 
Eaſie, and good, and bounteous to my Withes. tl. 
Luc. Tis his Conſent alone can make us bleſs d. 
Margie, we both are equally involy 15 
In the ſame intricate, perplex d, Diſtreſs. 
The cruel Hand of Fate, that has debe 6 
Thy Brother Marcus, whom we bent lament 1 
arc. And ever ſhall lament, unhappy Lout / 
Luc. Has ſet my Soul at large, and —＋ I ſtand. i T. : 
Looſe of my Vow. But who knows Cato s Thoughts? 
Who know's how yet he may diſpoſe of Portius, 


Or how he has d. 5 ſelf? = 
Marc. Let him but live! Wees rt Hear, 


Bitter 


A A kind refreſhing Sleep is fall'n upon him: 

I faw him ftretcht at Eaſe, his Fancy loft | 
In pleaſing Dreams; as I drew near his Couch, 
He ſmiled, and 5 Ceſar thou can ſt not hurt me: 
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1 Sent are * Slumber of the viethons Man 4 


oO Mercia, I have ſeen thy Godlike Father: = Sn 


Some Pow r inviſible ſupport s his Soul, Dried aufdlige 
And bear's it up in all its wonted e Sete se te 


Marc. His Mind {till labour's with ſome dreadful Thought. 

Luc. Lucia, why all this Grief, theſe Floods of Sorrow ? 
Dry up thy Tears, my Child, we all are ſafe 
Why Cato ey" Fees will > any us. 


Wa Enter Juba. 4 5 nf "3 | — 
Jubs. Kanns the Horſemen are return'd from viewing 


The Number, Strength, and Poſture of our Foes, _ 


Who now encamp within a ſhort Hour's March. 


On the high Point of yon bright Weſtern Tower 


We kenn them from afar, the ſetting un 

Plays on their ſhining Arms and burniſh'd Helmets 

And cover's all the Field with Gleams of FirmGee . 
Luc. Marcia, tis time we ſhou d awake thy Father. 18” „e 

Ceſar i is {till diſpoſed to give us Terms, ws: 


And waits at Diſtance har i hears 28 Cato. 0 > pr aw | 
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Portius, thy Locks fpeak fi Barer of 8 rk ; 


What Tidings ol thou bring? methinks I Tee” CORTE 3d 
| Unuſual Gladnefs ſparkling in thy Eyes. 


Port. As I was Haſting to the Port, "where now | a 
My Father's Friends, impatient for a Paſſagey”" | of wail N 
5 — the ling ring Winds, a Sail arrived ae, 


From * 5 Son, „who through the Realms of Sin 


COAT. 0 


Calls out for Vengeance on his Father's Death, 
And roule's the whole Nation e = IF id — 
Were Cato at their Head, — more mig be Kane | Fr [ 
Aſſert her Rights, and claim her Liberty. , 
But heark! What mean s that Groan! O give me . e 
* let 8 fly i 1 155 F d | 6 Os . 
HC. 410, am1 18 umbe thinks. 0 R 2 ny |; 
And in the wild Diforder of his Soul 55 . o 
Mourn's o'er his Country 3, Hah! a Teen Groan $ 
Heay'n guard us all | , = 
Marc. Alas, tis not the Voicgs e FR, 
Of one who ſleep's! tis agonizing Pain, 8 
'Tis Men is in that Sound- | 21 


Ke. enter Ponius. 


| Port. 8 wWoel 3 n 
O Marcia, what we fear'd is come to paG! 2 4 
Cato is fall'n upon his Sword 3 3 
Tuc. O Portins, F 
Hide all the Horrours of thy, mournful Take, 
And let us gueſs the reſt 
Port. I've rais'd him wp, 
And placed him in his Chair, wha 100 and . 
He galp s for Breath, and, as his Life flow's from him, 
—— s to ſee his Friends. His weeping Servants. | 
Obſequious to his Orders, bear him htther, __.. + 
| [The - Back Scene opens, and five] Cato. 
Marc. O Heav'n aſſiſt me in this dreadful Hour 
To pay the laſt ſad Duties to my Father. 7 
Theſe are thy Triumphs, thy Exploits, 0 Ceſar? | 
Luc. Now is Rome fall'n n — ht Eee 
[ Cato brought ere in his Chair. 
Cato. Here ſel i don -- 
Portius come near me are my Friehds embark'd? 
Can any thing be thought of for their Service? 
Bui I 2 mo *. me not * in vain. | 


Make Portius happy in rthy 2 1 Lucia. © 

Alas poor Man, he weeps! 

ES bend me forward! — Juba loves thee, Marcia, _ 
A Senator of Rome, while Rome furvived, + BITE. 
Wov' d not have match'd his Daughter with a King, Ah, 
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——O Lacius, art thou here >——Thou art too good! 
Let this our Friendſhip live detween our Children 


* 1 
— "KH 


arcia, my Daughter 


But Ceſar's' Arms have thrown down all Diſtinction; 


Wboe er ig Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman ——— 
2m fick to Death——O when ſhall I get looſe 


From this vain World, th' Abode of Guilt and Sorrow —— 
And yet methinks a Beam of Light breaks in _ , 


On my departing Soul. Alas, I fear 


Fve been too haſty. O ye Pow rs, that ſearch 


| The Heart of Nin, and weigh his inmoſt Thoughts, 


If I have done amiſs, impute it not |! —— © e 
The beſt may Erre, but you are Good, and----oh ! [Dies. 
Luc. There fled the preateſt Soul that ever warme. 


| A=Roman Breaft. 92 O my Friend! _ 


Thy Will ſhall be religiou * obſer v d. | 

But let us bear this awful Corps to Ceſar, 

And lay it in his Sight, that 25 may ſtand 

A Fence betwixt us and the Victor's Wrath; 

Cato, tho' dead, ſhall ſtill ache his Friends. 
From hence, let fierce contendin 5 Net Nations know” 


What dire Effects from Civil Diſcord flow 


Tis this that ſhakes our Country with enn 


And gives up Nome a Prey to Roman Arms, 
Produces Fraud, and Cruelty, and Striſe, 


And robb's the on, * of Caen Liſe. 
| | bY bee, Owe: 
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We. Dr. 6: ART A. 
Spoken by Mrs. Porter. 


Who wou'd not liſten when young Lovers wood 

But die a Maid, yet have the Choice of Two! 

Ladies are often cruel to their Ct; TH SOS 
To give you Pain, themſelves they Puniſh moſt. 3 
Vows of Virginity ſbou d well be weigh'd ; ES 


Tos oft they're cancell d, tho in Convents made. 3 
Wou'd you revenge ſuch raſh Reſolves —— you may; 5 
Be ſpightful——and believe the thing we ſay, MIT "J 
We hate you when you're eaſily ſaid Nay. 


How needleſs, if you knew us, were your Fears? ĩ 
Let Love have Eyes, and Beauty will have Ears. | 
Our Hearts are form d, as you your ſelves won 4 chu ſe, 

Tas proud to ask, too humble to refuſe: 

We give to Merit, and to Wealth we ſell, . 

He ſighs with moſt Succeſs that ſettles well. 

The Woes of Wedlock with the Joys we mix; 

Tis beſt repenting in a Coach and ſix. 

Blame not our Conduct, ſince we but pur ſue 

Thoſe lively Leſſons we have learn d from you: 

Tour Breaſts no more the Fire of Beauty warms, 


But wicked Wealth uſurps the Power of Charms, 73 
© | at 
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— 


* 
55 
1 


2 — 


Tec 


— 


— — 


—— 


—_— ——_—_— OO OR — en mms — 
a4 7 


5 7 1er H. ainr to ger the Cad, Thing rc... 
T inell in Shaw, and bs a Mretcb in rate! 


5 * Even Churches are no Santfugries no. 15 
rechiue :; 


A. Fes you Ale, at the Ring you bow ; 4 


I} 4 
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There, gulden Idols a I} yeur Vows 
- She is tb Goddeſs that has nought to give. 


. Ob, may once more the happy Age appear, 
«When Moras were aftlefs, and the Thoughts ſurere; 3 


iben Gold and Grandeur were unenuy d Things, 


And Courts leſs coveted than Groves and Springs. - _ 


Tove then ſhall buly mourn when Truth complains, 


* 


Y 


[8 4 Conſtancy feel ranſport in its Chains, F 
debt with Succeſs their own ſoft Angwiſh fell, „ 
E. And Hes ſhall utter SN the Lips conceal: ts 

' Pirtue again to its bright Station climb, oo OO 
I And Beauty fear no Enemy but Time... WES. 8 nn 
0 2 Fair ſhall lien to Deſert alone," eee 
5 . . Lucia . 4 C07 Jon, DSI, SOD ELD 8 wr 
5 2 8 2 7 ks * FX A * n 
[En CCC 


